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PROLOGUE. 


Ou'd ſome Man wou d inſtru me what to ſay : 

For this ſame Prologue, uſual to a Play, 
Is tied to ſuch an old Form of Petition; 
Men muſt ſay nothing now beyond Commiſſion : 
The Cloaks we wear, the Legs we make, the Place 
We ſtand in, muſt be one; and one the Face, 
Nor alter'd nor exceeded; if it be, 
A general Hiſs hangs on our Levity : 
Ie have a Play, a new Play to play now, 
And thus low in our Play's behalf we bow ; 
Me bow to beg your Suff rage, and kind Ear 
Fit were nought, or that. it might appear 
A thing buoy'd up by Prayer, Gentlemen, 
Believe my Faith, you ſbou' d not ſee me then, 
Let them ſpeak that have power to flop a Storm : 
1 never lou'd to feel a Houſe fo warm : 
But for the Play, if you dare credit me, 
T think it well: All new Things you fhall ſee, 
And theſe diſpos'd to all the Mirth that may; 
And ſhort enough, we hope: And ſuch a Play 
You were wont to like : Sit nobly then, and ſee : 


If it miſcarry, pray look not for me, 


; 22 Dramatis 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. 


King Antigonus, an od Man with young Deſires. 
Demetrius, Son to Antigonus, in Love with Celia. 
Seleucus, Three Kings, equal Sharers with Antigo- 
Lyſimachus, nus of what Alexander bad, with uni- 
Ptolomy, ted Powers oppoſi ng Antigonus. 
Leontius, 4 brave old merry Soldier, A iſtant to Demetrius, 
Timon, 7 

Charinus, > Servanis to Antigonus, and his Vicer. 
Menippus, 

The Humorous Lieutenant. 

Gentlemen, Friends and Follatuers of Demetrius. 

Three Embaſſadors, from the three Kings. 

Gentlemen Uſbers, 
Grooms. 

CO. 
Phyſicians. 
Hl 
Magician. 
Soldiers. 

Hoft. 


WOMEN. 


Celia, alias Evanthe, Daughter to Seleucus, Miſtreſs to 
Demetrius. | 


Leucippe, à Bad, Agent for the King's Luft. 
Ladies. 5 

Citizens Wives. 

Governeſi to Celia. 5 
A Country-Woman. 

Phebe, bir Daughter. 

Two Servants of the Game. 


SCENE GREECE. 


THE 


0 
| 
| 
| 


T HE 


Humorous Lieutenant. 


ACT EL: SCENE 


Enter Two Ushbers and Grooms with Perfumes. 


. Ound, round, perfume it round, 
8 LH quick, look e 
| SF Diligently the State be right; 
are theſe the richeſt 
Cuſhions? Fie, fie, who waits 
'ith' Wardrobe? 
2 U. But pray tell me, do 
you think for certain 
Theſe Embaſſadors ſhall have this Morning Audience? 
1 L. They ſhall have it: Lord that you live at Court 
And underſtand not ! I tell you they muſt have it. 
2 Uh. Upon what Neceſlity » 
1 US. Still you are out of the Trick of Court, fell 
your Place, | 
Enter Ladies and Gentlewomes. 
And ſow your Grounds, you are not for this Tillage. 
Madams, the beſt way is the upper Lodgings, 
There yon may ſee at eaſe. 


Ladies, We thank you, Sir, (Ex, Ladies and 1. | 
1 Up. 
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U. Wou'd you have all theſe lighted? Who ſhou'd 
- report then, 
The Embaſſadors were handſome Men? his Beard 
A neat one? The Fire of his Eyes quicker thanLightning, 
And when it breaks, as blaſting ! His Legs, though little 
ones, 
Yet movers of a Maſs of Underſtanding ? (tice 
Who ſhall commend their Cloaths? Who ſhall take No- 
Of the moſt wiſe Behaviour of their Feathers ? 
Ye live a raw Man here. 2 U. I think I do ſo. 
Enter two Citizens and Wives. 
1 Up, Why, whither wou'd ye all preſs? 
1 Cit. Good Maſter Uſher. 
2 Cit. My Wife; and ſome few of my honeſt Neigh- 
bours here. 
1 Up. Prithee be gone thou and thy honeſt Neigh- 
bours, 
Thou look'ſt like an Aſs ; why, whither wou'd- you, 
ſiſn Face! 
2 Cit. If I might have 
But the Honour to ſee you at my poor Houſe, Sir, 
A Capon bridled and ſaddled, I'll aſſure your Worſhip, 
A Shoulder of Mutton and a Pottle of Wine, Sir, 
I know your Brother, he was as like ye, 
And ſhot the beſt at Buts 1 U. A—— upon thee, 
2 Cit. Some Muſick I'll aſſure you too, 
My Toy, Sir, can play o'th' Virginals. 
1 U. Prithee good Toy, | 
Take away thy Shoulder of Mutton, it is flie blown, 
And Shoulder take thy Flap along, here's no Place for ye; 
Nay then you had belt be knock d. (Ex. Cit. 
| Enter Celia, 
Cel. 1 wou'd fain ſee him, 
The Glory of this Place makes me remember, 
But dye thoſe Thoughts, dye all but my Deſires, 
Even thoſe to Death are ſick too; he's not here, 
Nor how my Eyes may guide m 
1 U. What's your Buſineſs ? ; 
* the outward Door there ? Here's fine ſhuf- 
Ang: pn | 


You 


The Humorous Lieutenant. 9 


You Waſtcoateer you muſt go back. Cel. There is not, 
There cannot be, ſix Days and never ſee me? 
There muſt not be defire : Sir, do you think 
That if you had a Miſtreſs ————— 1 U. Death, ſhe is 
mad, | 
Cel. And were yourſelf an honeſt Man? It cannot—- 
1 U/5, What a Devil haſt thou to do with me or my 
honeſty? 
Will you be jogging, good nimble Tongue, 
My Fellow Door-keeper. 
2 Uſb. Prithee let her alone. 1 Uh. The King is 
coming, | 
And ſhall we have an Agent from the Suburbs 
Come to crave Audience too? Cel. Before J thought ye 
To have a little breeding, ſome tang of Gentry ; 
But now I take ye plainly, 
Without the help of any Perſpective, 
For that ye cannot alter. 1 UV. What's that? 
Cel. An Aſs, Sir, you bray as like one, 
And by my troth, methinks as ye ſtand now, 
Conſidering who to kick next, you appear to me 
Juſt with that kind of Gravity, and Wiſdom ; 
Your Place may bear the Name of Gentleman, 
But if ever any of that Butter ſtick to your Bread — 
2 __ You muſt be modeſter. Ce/. Let him uſe me 
nobler, * | 
And wear good Cloaths to do good Offices; 
They hang upon a Fellow of his Virtue, 
As gh oy hung on Gibbets. 2 Uſb. A perillous 
ench. 
1 U/>. Thruſt her into a Corner, I'll no more on her. 
2 U/h.You have enough, go pretty Maid, ſtand cloſe, 
And ule that little Tongue, with a little more Temper. 
Cel. I thank ye, Sir. 2 UV. When the Show's paſt, 
F'Il have ye into the Cellar, there we'll dine. 
A very pretty Wench, a witty Rogue, 
And there we'll be as merry; can ye be merry? 
Cel. O very mer 


ry. | 
2 2 Only our " "big this churliſh Fellow ſhall not 
now. 


Cel. 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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Cel. By no means. 2. U/h. And can you love a little? 
os Love exceedingly : I have cauſe to love you, dear 
ir. 
2 Usb. Then Til carry ye, 
And ſhew ycu all the Pictures, and the Hangings, 
The Lodgings, Gardens, and the Walks: And then, ſweet, 
You ſhall tell me where you lie. Cel. Ves marry will I. 
2 U/h. And't ſhall go hard but I'll ſend you a Veniſon 


Paſty, 
And . a Bottle of Wine along. 1 UV. Make Room 
there. 
2 Uſb. Room there afore, ſtand cloſe, the Train is 
coming. 


Enter King Antigonus, Timon, Charinthus, Menippus. 
Cel. Have I yet left a Beauty to catch Fools? 
Yet, yet, I ſee him not. O what a Miſery 
Is Love, expected long, deluded longer! 
Ant. Conduct in the Embaſſadors. 1 U. Make Room 
there. Houriſb. 
Ant. They ſhall not wait long Anſwer 
Cel. Vet he comes not. | 
Enter three Enbaſſadors. 
Why are Eyes ſet on theſe, and Multitudes 
Follow to make theſe Wonders? O good Gods 
What would theſe look like if my Lover were here? 
But I am fond, forgetful. Ant. Now your Grievance, 
ns nk, and have as ſhort diſpatch. 1 Tub. Then 
thus, Sir: 
In all our royal. Maſters Names, we tell you, 
We hare done Injuſtice, broke the Bonds of Concord, 
And from their equal Shares, from A/exander 
Parted, and ſo poſſeſs d, not like a Brother, 
But as an open Enemy, ye have hedg'd in 
Whole Provinces ; man'd and maintaiu'd theſe Injuries; 
And daily with your Sword, though they ſtill honour ye, 
Make bloody Inroads, take Towns, and ruin Caſtles. 
And ſtill their ſufferance feels the weight. 
2 Emb. Think of that Love, great Sir, that honour'd 
Friendſhip. 
Your ſelf held with our Maſters, think of that l 
| g en 


The Humorous Lieutenant. 11 
When you were all one Body, all one Mind; 


When all your Swords ſtruck one way, when yourAngers, 
Like ſo many Brother Billows roſe together, 
And curling up your foaming Creſts, defied 
Even mighty Kings, and in their Falls entomb'd 'em; 
O think of theſe; and you that have been Conqu'rors, 
That ever led your Fortunes open ey'd, x 
Chain'd faſt by Confidence; you that Fame courted, 
Now ye want Enemies and Men to ma'ch ye, 
Let not your own Swords ſeek your ends to ſhame ye. 
Enter Demetrius with a Favelin, and Gentlemen. 
3 En. Chuſe which you will, or Peace or War, 
We come prepar'd for either. 
1 U/h. Room for the Prince there. 
Cel. Was it the Prince they ſaid How my Heart 
trembled | 
'Tis he indeed; what a ſweet noble Fierceneſs 
Dwells in his Eyes! Young Meleager like, 
When he return'd from ſlaughter of the Boar, : 
Crown'd with the Loves and Honours of the People 
With all the gallant Youth of Greece, he looks now 
Who could deny him love? Dem. Hail Royal Father. 
Ant. Ye are welcome from your Sport, Sir; do you 
ſee this Gentleman, 
You that bring Thunders in your Mouths, and Earth- 
| quakes 
To ſhake and totter my Deſigns ? Can you imagine, 
You Men of poor and common Apprehenſions 
While I admit this Man, My Son, this Nature 
That in one look carries more Fire, and Fierceneſs, 
'Than all your Maſters in their Lives ; dare I admit him. 
Admit him thus, even to my Side, my Boſom, 
When he is fit to rule, when all Men cry him, 
And all Hopes hang about his Head; thus place him, 
His Weapon hatch'd in Blood, all theſe attending 
When he ſhall make their Fortunes, all as ſudden 
In any Expedition he ſhall point em. 
As Arrows from a Tartar's Bow, and ſpeeding, 
Dare I do this, and fear an Enemy? _ 0 
Fear your great Maſter ? yours? or yours ? 


Dem. 


i2 The Humorous Lieutenant. 


Dem. O Hercules ! 
Who ſays you do, Sir? Is there any thing 
In theſe Mens Faces, or their Maſters Actions, 
Able to work ſuch Wonders? Cel. Now he ſpeaks: 
Oh I could dwell upon that Tongue for ever. 
Dem. You call 'em Kings, they never wore thoſe 
Royalties, 
Nor in the Progreſs of their Lives orriv'd yet 
At any though: of King: Imperial Dignities, 
And powerful Godlike Actions, fit for Princes, e 
They can no more put on, and make 'em fit right, 
Than I can with this mortal Hand hold He.v'n: 
Poor petty Men, nor have yet forgot 
The chiefeſt Honours Time and Merit gave 'em: 
Lyjmachus your Maſter, at the beſt, 
His higheſt and his hopefuPft Dignities 
Was but Grand-malter of the Elephants ; 
Seleucus of the Treaſure; and for Pto/omy, 
A thing not thought on then, ſcarce heard of vet, 
Some Maſter of Ammunition : Ard muſt theſe Men-— 
Cel. What a brave Confidence flows from his Spirit! 
O ſweet young Man! Dem, Muſt theſe hold pace with 
us, 
And on the ſame File hang their Memories ? 
Muſt theſe examine what the Wills of Kings are? 
Preſcribe to their Deſigns, and chain their Actions 
To their reſtraints ? Be Friends and Foes when they 
pleaſe ? ; 
Send out their Thunders, and their Menaces, 
As if the Fate of mortal things were theirs? 
Go home good Men, and tell your Maſters from us, 
We do em too much honour to force from 'em 
Their barren Countries, ruin their vaſt Cities, 
And tell 'em out of Love, we mean to leave 'em, 
Since they will needs be Kings, no more to tread on, 
Tban they have able Wits and Pow'rs to manage, 
And ſo we ſhall befriend em. Ha! what does ſhe there? 
Emb. This is your Anſwer, King? Ant. "Tis like to 
prove ſo. | 
Dem. Fie, Sweet, what makes you here ? 


Col. 


i 
| 
| 


8 « 4 id. 
. * * * * 
N ' 185 > 1 


ie he K Humorous Lieutenant, * L 


Col. K Pp ye do not chide me. 2 
Dem. Nou do your ſelf much wrong and x ne. 
Cel. Pra n me, > EN 3 
I feel my Fault, which only was committed 2 3/5 
ſe 5 "Through my dear Love to yqu: I have not ſeen ye, 
And how can I live then? I have not 875 to 
| 2 I know this Week ye have not; 1 redeem 
al „ 
Vou are ſo wader a think whers you are, gebe. 
C 1 What other light have 1 left ? Dem. Prithee, 
| Indeed. IAI dee you e -Cet. 1 have one, Sir: 
You will not miſs? Den. this, and this; I will not. 
Cel. Tis in your will, and I muft- be obedient, 4 
Hen. No more of theſe Aﬀemblies. Cel. lam 
Commandeddt. 
1 UV. Room for the Lady there: Madam 47 Service— 
1 Gent. My Coach an't pleaſe you, Lady. | 2 *. 
oom before there. | 
dent, The Honour, Madam, derer eres youu! 


My. Servants and my State. Cel Lord, How. they; 
flock. now? .., : 
Being: — _ afraid they ; wou'd he have! best me: p 
ow theſeiFlies th? Sun- e e. 
Or if ye needs por play the- Ho Hobby Nette, 
Seek out ſome Beauty that affects * Farewel. 
4 Nay pray ye ſpare, Gentlemen, I am old enough 5 
- To go alone at theſe Years without Crutches. [ Exit. 
2 .U/,Well I could . now: "But chat will not help 
me. 
I made as fure account of thicWench: | now, immediately,” , 
Do but conſider how the Devil has croſt me. 
Meat for my Maſter ſhe ons 9 3 End. Once 
k more Sir, Y 
j We aſ your Reſolution: Peace: or War yet pr 85 
5 7 War, War, my akte ur. t Ba. Thus 
ing it: 
And fair eyd. Fact, bew. 5 You ko you 


Anſwer ; 8 
GbaduRt out the Embaſſadors, and give em Conv 


: 
7 


on 


NS Ea Maas. rn 


Brgd up and foſter d with ye, I hope, Denotrius, 


„ 


5 
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Dan 8 your high-hearted Maſters, they ſhall not 

cer us, N 

Nor cool i'th' Field in Expectation of us, 

We'll eaſe your Men thoſe Marches: In their Strengths, 

And full Abilities of Mind and Courage : 

We'll find em out, and at their beſt trim buckle with 'em. 
3 Emb. You will find ſo het a Soldier's welcome, Sir. 

Your Favour ſhall not freeze. 2 Emb, A forward 


| Gentleman, 
Pity the Wars ſhould bruiſe ſuch Hopes —— 
Ant. Conduct em [Ext. Ens. 


Now for this Preparation: Where's Leantius ? 

Call him in , y: For I mean in Perſon, Gentlemen, 
My ſelf, with my old fortune Dem. Royal Sir, 
Thus low I beg this Honour: Fame already 

Hath every where rais'd Trophies to your Glory, 
And Conqueſt now'grown old, and weak with following 
The weary Marches and the bloody Shocks 

You daily ſet her in: Tis now ſcarce Honour 

For you, that never knew to fight, but conquer, 

To iparkle ſvch poor People: The Royal Eagle, 
When ſhe hath tried her young ones gainſt the Sun, 
nd found 'em right ; next teacheth em to prey, 

How to command on Wing, and check below her 
Ev'n Birds of noble Plume ; I am your own, $i: - 
You have found my Spirit, try it now, and teaeen 
To ſtoop whole Kingdoms: Leave a little for me: 
Let not your Glory be ſo greedy, Sir, | 

To eat up all my Hopes ; you gave me Life. 

If.to that Life you add not what's more laſting, 

A noble Name, for Man, you have made a Shadow. 
Bleſs me this Day: Bid me go on, and lead, 

Bid me go on, no leſs fear'd than Antigonus. 

And to my maiden Sword tie faſt your Fortune, 

I know 'twill fight it ſelf then. Dear Sir, honour me: 
Ne wm fair Virgin long'd ſo. Ant. Riſe, and command 
And be as fortunate as I expect ye: 

I Jove that noble Will ; your young Companions, 


You 
a & 
ayer tr: error way 
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You will make Soldiers too; they muſt not leave ye. 
Enter Leontius. 

Y 2 Gent. Never till Life leave us, Sir. An:. O Leontius, 
* Here's work for you in hand. Leon. I am ev right 
AN glad, Sir, 
For by my troth, Iam now grown old with Idleneſs ; 
I hear we ſhall abroad, Sir. Ant. Yes, and preſently : _ 
But who think you Commands now? | 
| Leon. Who Commands Sir? | | 
 Methinks mine Eye ſhould guide me: Can there be, 
I you yourſelf will ſpare him ſo much Honour, 
Any found out to lead before your Armies, 
So full of Faith, and Fire, as brave Demetrius ? 
- King Philip's Son, at his Years was an old Soldier, 
- *Tis time his Fortune be owing, high time, Sir ; 
So many idle Hours, as here he loyters, 
> $o many ever living Names he loſes: 
| I hope tis he. A4. Tia he indeed, and nobly 
He ſhall ſet forward: Draw you all thoſe Garriſons 
Upon the Frontiers as you paſs: To thoſe 
Juin theſe in pay at home, our ancient Soldiers, 
And a you 82 all the Provinces. 
Lu We not need: Believe this hopeful Gen- 
..cman : 
Can want no Swords, nor honeſt Hearts to follow him, 
We ſhall be full, no fear, Sir. - Arr. You Leontius, 
| Becauſe you are an old and faithful Servant, 
And know the Wars, with all his Vantages, 
Be near to his Inſtructions, left his Youth 
+ Loſe Valour's beſt Companion, ſtaid Diſcretion, 
3 Shew where to lead, to lodge, to charge with Safety; 
In Execution not to break, nor ſcatter, 
But with a provident Anger, foilow nobly : 
Not covetous of Blood, and Death, but Honour. 
Be ever near his Watches; cheer his Labours, 
And where his Hope ſtands fair, provoke his Valour ; 
Love him, and think it no Diſhonour, my Demetrius, 
To wear this Jewel near thee; he is a try'd one, 
And one that ev'n in ſpight of Time, that ſunk him, 
And froſted pp his Strength, will yet ſtand by thee. 
| A 2 And 


Fs 
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5 2 . _— 
it. _— 


— — 


16 The Humorous Lieutenant. 


And with the proudeſt of thine Enemies 
Excliange for , and bravely : Take his Counſel. _ 

Leon, Your, Grace bath made me young again, and 

wanton, 

Ant. — muſt be known, and ſuddenly: 
Do ye. know her? | To 

Gent. Char. No, believe, Sir, 

Ant. 1 * you obſerve her, Timon? Tin. x ock 
on her, 
But what ſhe is—— Ant. I muſt have that ns 
Come in and take your leave. Tim. And ſome few. , ; 

Prayers along. — 

Den. I know my Duty, (Exit. Ant. ; 
You ſhall be half my Father. Leon. All your Servant: , 
Come Gentlemen, you are reſolv'd I am ſure 
To ſee theſe Wan. 1 Gent. We dare not leave his 

Fortunes, 
Though moſt afſur'd Death hung round about us. 

Leon. That Bargain's yet to make; 

Be not too haſty, when ye face the Enemy, 

Nor too ambitious to get Honour inſtantly, - 

But charge within. For Bounds, and keep cloſe. Bodies, 

And you ou ſhall ſee-what Sport we'll make theſe Mad. caps: 

You ſhall have Game eno ogh, I warrant ye, 

wo. © Man's Cock ſhall Den. I muſt 20 ſee, 
+ 

Brave Sir, as ſoon as I have taken leave, MEE, 

I'll meet you. in the Park; draw the Men thither: *" 

Wait you upon Leontius. Gent. We'll attend, Sir.” 

Leon. But I beſeech your Grace, with ſpeed; the ſooner 
We are vth' Field Dem. Yo cou'd not pleaſe me 


41 4 * 4 
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better. [ Exit. 
Leon. You never {aw the Wars yet ? Gent. Not vet.. 
Colonel. © 


Leen. Theſe fooliſh Miftreſſes do fo hang. about 8 

So whimper, and ſo hug, I know it Gentlemen. 

And ſo intice ye, now ye are i'th' Bud; EROS x of 

And that ſweet titling War, with Eyes and Kiſſes, 2 

Th' Alarms of ſoſt Vows, and Sighs, and fiddle ſaddles, 

Spoils all our Trade: You muſt forget the ſe: kniet 
&nacks,. | A: 


90 a 
or „ „* 
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A Woman at ſome time of Year, I grant ye 

She is neceſſary, but make no Buſineſs of her. 

How now Lieutenant? 

# Enter Lieutenant. 

Lieu. Oh, Sir, as ill as ever; 

We ſhall have Wars they ſay; they are muſt'ring vonder: 

Wou'd we were at it once: Fie, hew it plagues me. 

Leon. Here's one has ſervd now under Captain C pid, 

And ctackt a Pike in's Youth : You ſee what's come on't. - 

Lieu. No, my Diſeaſe will never prove ſo honourable. 
Leen. Why ſure, thou haſt the beſt Pox. Lieu. If I 

; have em, E + 

I am ſure I got em in the beſt Company; 


'They are pox of thirty Coats. 
Leon. Thou hat mewed em finely: | 
ere's a ſtrange Fellow now, and a brave Fellow, 
If we may ſay ſo of a pocky Fellow, 1 
hich I believe we may, this poor Lieutenant; 
Whether he have the Scratches, or the Scabs, 
Or what a Devil it be, I'll ſay this for him, 
There fights no braver Soldier under Sun, Gentlemen; 
how him an Enemy, his Pains forgot ſtraight; 

And where other Men by Beds and Baths have eaſe, 
And eaſy Rules of Phyſick ; ſet him in danger, 
A danger, that's a fearful one indeed, | 
Ye rock him, and he will ſo play about ye, 
Let it be ten to one he ne'er'comes off again, 

e have his Heart; and then he works it bravely, 
And throughly bravely : Not a pang remembred : 

have ſeen him do ſuch things, belief would ſhrink at. 


4 


+ _ Gent.” Tis ſtrange he ſhou'd do all this, and difeas'd ſo. 


\ Lean. I'm 
| well? 


Lien. Wou'd I were drunk, Dog drunk, 1 might not 
ſeel this. | Key 


| Gent. I wou'd take Phyſick. 


Lieu. But I wou d know my Diſeaſe fir; 
+ Leon. Why? It may be the Cholique : Canſt thou 
blow backward ? a 


Lien. There's never a 
better. 


ſure tis true: Lieutenant, canſt thou drink 


Baek · pipe in the Kingdor: 


18 The Humorous Lieutenant. 


Gent. Is't not a Pleuriſy? Lieu. "Tis any Thi 
That has the Devil, and Death in't: Will ye mar 


Gentlemen ? 
The Prince has taken leave. Loew. How know ye 
that? | lowers, . 


Lieu. I ſaw him leave the Court, diſp h his Fol- 
And met him after in a By-ſtreet: I thin 
He has ſome Wench, or ſuch a Toy, to lick over 
Before he g : Wou'd I had ſuch another, 
To eraw.th X. fooliſh Pain down. Loot: Leerer. 


For fix the Prince vm gen on ws. == 

Genf. Well attend, Sir. ü Enn. 

SCENE II. Wo 
Enter Demetrius- and Celia. ; 
Cl. Muſt ye needs go? Den. Or ſtay ik Mt, 
Cel. 1 * dead fie to figh 
7 re e not Men t to t? 

Dem. Fie Celia. e 
This ill becomes the noble Love you bear me ; e 
Would you have your Love a Coward? 3 

Cel. No; believe, Sir, . 3 


I would | ve him fight, but not fo far of from ms. 


Dem. Woud'ſt have it thus? or thus? e 8 


Cel. If that be fighting 
Dem. Ye wanton. F : When L come > 


I'll fight with thee at thine own Weapon, Celia, 
And ye uer thee too. 


Cel. That you have done already, 


You need no other Arms to me, but theſe, bir. for 1 
But will you fight yourſelf, Sir? 1 
Se in Mood, Wen, | | 


Dem. 


And through the thiokeſt Ranks of Pikes. | 


1 
Cel. Spur bravely. + . 


your fiery Caurter, beat Fe — AI 


And cram the Mouth of Neath wich Exe 


Dem. I wou'd do more than theſe. But — — 02 ms, . 


Tell me, my Fair, where gor'lt thou this male Spiri 
I wonder at — re . Cel Were Ta Man 


2 e 
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[You would wohder more. 6 


} u Sure thouwouldſt prove a Soldier,” 
| * "Sore 1 ſhould do fontewhat l. 
And the firſt thing I did, I ſhou'd Now: Büro, | 
Extremely envious of your Youth,' and Hononr. 15 
Den. And fi ght againſt me? eee e 
Cel. Ten to one, I ſhould do it. . 84% 4 
Dem. Thou wou dib not hurt m? + 
. Cel. In ghie Mind Lenin 
I think, I ſhowld.be bardly brought es ſeikd-ye, i 
Unleſe *twere thus : but in my Man's re RS. 
„ 1 ſhould be Friends wich you tod;: 5 „ 
re , Now I think better. - Dem. Yeare «tall Lo "got 
- Here, take theſe, and theſe; 2 1 „% | 
This Gold to furniſh ye, and keep this Brkcelet : af 
Why do you weep now? You a maſculine Spirit? 
Cel. No, I confeſs, I am a Fool, a Woman; 11 
And ever when I part with you— Dem. You. ſhall not, ©.) \ 
| Theſe Tears are like prodigious Signs; my ſWeet one, ,. 
I ſhallcome back, loaden with Fame, to honour thee. 45 0 
Cel. P hope you Hall: But then, my dear Denertiu, 1 
When you ſtand Conqueror, and: at your Merch K 5 lie! N 
All People bow, and all things wait your Sentence 3 


— \ ” C3 . 
am go_ — 


„T 


ob „ AA 
day then your Eye, ſurveying all your Conqueſt, - - | 7 7 
FTFind out a Beauty, even in Sorrow excellent. 19 71 
be A conſtant Face, that in the midit'of Ruin  - |, 1 
187 I a forc'd Smile, both ſeorns at Fate and 1 Fortune ; 3 
9 8 ref 4m find ſuch a one, ſo nobly fortified, 53g LY 
And in her Figure all the Sweets of Nature? * ?: 


i: » J 
Dem. Prithee, no mote of this, I cannot find n 
Cel. That ſhews as far beyond my wither 1 
And will run mad to love y 7755. en. Do you fear me, 
And do you think, beſides DIG Face, this — * 
This Heart whers all my hopes are lock d 
Cel. I dare not: 
No ſure, I think ye hbneſt; eee, 
Pray do not frown, III ft je ne-. 98 WT 
1 em. Ye may-ehuſy;- 2441.3 
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Cel. But how long will ye be away? Dem. I know not: 
Cel. I know ye are angry now: pray look upon me. 

Til ask no more ſuch Queſtions. Dem. The Drums beat, 

I: can no longer tay. Cel. They do but call yet : 

How fain you wou d leave my Company? 

Den. I wou'd not. | | 

Unleſs a | any Pow'r than Love commanded; © 


Commands my Life, my Honour. Cel. Bat a little. 
Dem. Prithee farewell, and be not doubtful of me. 


Cel. I wou'd not have ye hurt; and ye are ſo ventrous 


But good ſweet Prince preſerve yourſelf, fight nobly, 
But do not thruſt this Body, tis not yours now, 
"Tis mine, tis only mine; Do not ſeek Wounds, Sir, 
For every drop of Blood you bleed 

Dem, I will, Celia, . 
I will be careful. Cel. My Heart, that loves ye dearly. 

Dem. Prithee no more, we mult part: 

| 8 [Dram beat a March; 

Hark, they march now. 

Cel. Pox on theſe bawling Drums; I zm ſure you'll 

kiſs me, | 


But one Kiſs ? what a rtiog”s this? Den. Here take me, 


And do*what thou wilt with me, ſmother me ; 
But ftill remember, if your fooling with mee 
Make me forget the Truſt— Cel. I have done; 
Farewell, Sir, DT $300 
Never look back, you ſhall not ſlay, not a Minute. 
Dem. I muſt bave one Farewell more. 
Cel. No, the Drums beat p 


I dare not flack our Honour; not a hand more.” | 


Only this Look: the Gods preſerye, and ſave ye. ¶ Exeunt. © 
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ACT I. SCENE LI 
Enter Antigonus, Charinthus, 42d Timon. 
HAT, have ye found her out? 


Ant. 8 | 
© Char. We have hearkned aſter her. 
dnt. Whas's that to my Deſire? 


8 * 


Char. 


Wo” 0 2 ws * . 5 « * 2 — $a ts, 
3 


l 
$ 7 
1 

Fl 
of 
ts 
bo 

4 
Fa 
A 
3 
7 
& 


The Humorous Lieutenant... 27. 


Char. You @iate muſt 55 928 time, 2 5 
And alittle Means © '! un. She is ſore a Stranger, x 


If ſhe were woll bred or known a” Ant. Vour 


11 9 } . 
dull Endeavouts::! »: i” - Oe 


Euter Meni 13 5 d: 2 324 366 


Should never be employ We — MI, 1. 99% 


Unleſs ſhe live !1th" Center, bat ſhe fnds-her; on 10 : * 


But ſhe. forſooth, when TI: put theſe things to her? 
Theſe things of honeſt Thrift, groans, O my Conſcience,” 


Men. I have found ir, 
I mean the Place ſhe is dg 416; het Name i is Celia, ,, 
And much ade Lhad-to-purthaſe that too. ho 
Ant. Doſt think. ä —— loves er ? PA NOT 
Men. Much I fear it.. | "5 131 
But nothing that way yet can win * certam- -- 
III tell your Grace within this Hour. 
Ant. A Stranger? Men. Without all doubt: 
Ant. But. how ſhou'd be come to her? - © 
Men. There lies the Marrow of the Matter kidyet.” | 
Ant. Haſt _ been with thy Wife? 


5 =4 No, Sir, Lam going to her. „ 

vt. Go and diſpatch, and meet me in the Garden, 4 

And get all gut ye: can. (Exit. 
Men. P'il do my beſt, sir. Exit. 


im. Bleſt be thy Wife? thou wert an arrant Ale elle. 
Char, Ay, ſhe us a ſtirring Woman indeed: ; 


There's a Brain, Brother. £4 
Tim, There's not a handſome Wench of any Mere my 
Within a hundred Miles, but her Antelligence eek 


Reaches her, and out. reaches her, and brings' (he 
As confidently to Court, as to a Sanctuary. 

What had his mouldy Brains ever arriv'd-at,. 
Had not ſhe beaten it out o'th* Flint to faſten him? 
They ſay ſhe k an Office of Concealment?2? 
There is no young Wench, let her be n Sai... 


Py po 


And every way prepares Addreſſes to her: 

If my Wife would have followed her Courſe Charinthss, 
Her lucky Courſe,.I'had the Day before him, 

© what might L have been by this time; Brother? 


* NES 
„ „ = 


AS 


The loa upon my Confcience, when to make us Cuckolds, 
2 7 rr oy” 
8 8 


— * 1 
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They have no moreBurthen than a Brood-gooſe, Brother; 


But let's do what we can, though this Wench fail us, 
Another of a new way will be lookt at: 

Come let's abroad, and beat our Brains, time may, 

For all his Wiſdom, yet give us a Day. ( Exennt. 


SCENE II. 


Drums within. Alarm, Enter Demetrius and Leontius; 
Dem. I will not ſee em fall thus, give me way, Sir, 
I ſhall forget you love me elſe. Lron. Will ye loſe all? 
For me to be forgotten, to be hated, 
Nay never to have been a Man, is nothing, 
So you, and thoſe we have preferv'd from Slaughter 
Come ſafely of Dem. I have loſt myſelf. 
Leon. You are cozen d. Dem. And am moſt miſerable: 
Leon. There's no Man ſo, but he that makes himſelf ſo. 
Dem. I will go on. Leon. You muſt not: I 
ſhall tell you then, 
And tell you true, that Man's unfit to govern, 
That cannot guide himſelf: You lead an Army? 
That have not ſo much manly Sufferance left ye. 
To bear a loſs? Den. Charge but once more, Leontius, 
My Friends and my Companions are engag'd all. 
Lear. Nay give em loſt, Iſaw em off their Horſes, 
And the Enemy. Maſter of their Arms, nor could then 
The Policy nor Strength of Man redeem 'em. 
Dem. And ſhall I know this, and ſtand fooling ? 
Leon, By my dead Father's Soul you ſtir nor, Sir, 
Or if you do, you make your way through me firlt. 
Dem. Thou art a Coward. Leon. To prevent a Mad- 
None but your Father's Son durſt call:me ſo, (man: 
Death if he did Muſt I be ſcandaPd by ye, 
That hedg d in all the helps I had to ſave ye? 
That, where there was a valiant Weapon ſtirring, 
Both ſearch'd it out, and ſingl'd it, unedg'd it, 
For fear it ſhould bite you ; am I a Coward? 
Go, get you up, and tell em ye are the King's Son; 
Hang all your Lady's Favours on your Creſt, 
And let em fight their Shares; ſpur to Deſtruction, 
You cannot miſs the way Be bravely deſperate, 


And 
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And your Fong Friends before ye that loſt this Battle, 
Your honourable Friends, that knew no Order, 
Cry out, Antigonus, the old Antigenns, 

The wiſe and fortunate Antigonus, 

The great, the valiant, and the fear'd Antigonus, 

Has (ent a deſperate Son without Diſcretion, 

To bury in an Hovr his Age of Honour. 

Dem. I am aſham'd. Leon. Tis ten to one, I die 
The Coward will not long be after ye; (with ye. 
I ſcorn to ſay I ſaw you fall, ſigh for ye, * 
And tell a whining Tale, ſome ten years after, 

To Boys, and Girls in an old Chimney Corner, 

Of what a Prince we had, how bravely ſpirited; 
How young and fair he fell: We'll all go with ye 
And ye ſhall ſee us all, like Sacrifices 

In our beſt trim, fill up the Mouth of Ruin. 

Will this Faith fatisfy your Folly ? Can this ſhow-ye, 
> *Tis not to die we fear, but to die poorly, 

= To fall, forgotten, in a Multitude ? 

If you will needs tempt Fortune now ſhe has held ye, 
Held ye from finking up. Dem. Pray do not kill me, 
© Theſe Words pierce deeper than the Wounds I ſuffer ; 
The ſmarting Wounds of loſs. Leon. Ye are too tender; 
Fortune has Hours of Loſs, and Hours of Honour, 
And the moſt valiant feel them both; Take Comfort, 

The next is ours, I have a Soul deſcries it: 

The angry Bull never goes back for Breath, 

But when he means to arm his Fury double. 

Let this Day ſet, but not the Memory, 

And we ſhall find a time. How now Lieutenant? 
8 Enter Lieutenant. | 


. b dl x g* 
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Lien. I know not: I am maul'd; We are bravely 
All our young Gallants loft. ( beaten. 
Len. Thou art hurt. Lieu. I am pepper'd, 
I was i*th* midſt of all: And bang'd of all Hands: 
They made an Anvil of my Head, it rings yet: 
Never ſo threſh'd : Do you call this Fame ? I have fam'd 
I have got immortal Fame, but I'll no more on't; (it; 
I'll no ſuch ſcratching Saint to ſerve hereaſter ; 
5 my Conſcience I Was kill'd above twenty —_— 


* 
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2 yet ten nose what a Devil's in't, 


But now I have nothing near ſo: much Pai 
They have ſlic'd me for that Malady, ' 


And ſuch — with their Miſtreſs's Fa 
And here muſt he 


There lies the Lord, the Lord be with him. 
Leon. Now Sir, do you find this Truth? 


Leon. How ſtands the Enemy nds 
Lieu. Ev'n cool enough too : 

For to ſay truth he has been Feed b. dente. 
Leon. Ha marches not ith' Tails on's: 
Lieu. No, Plague on him, 

We will belabour you little better, 


Now ſhall we have damnable Ballads out ⸗ 


Leona Thou art merry, . 
A better Day Wild Sow! this! back 


They are bot and weary. * Den, III do an 
Leon. : Lieutenant, fond: one preſenthy 


Dem. I wou'd not. Lier. Pox upon it, ah 
They have ſuch tender Bodies too; ſach Culiſſes, 
That one good handſome Blow breaks em * pes * 


— 
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I crawl'd away, and livd again ſtill; I am: ee Nee 
"Colo dd, n 


1.97 


Dem. All the young Men lot? '”'{ poitnd, Sig, 
Liev. I am glad you are here: But the are all yth» 
They'll never ride o'er other Mens Corn again, 
Such frisking, ſuch flaunting with their eathers, 5 


I take 2 


vours 3, 


pricking out for Honour, } 

And there got he a Knock, and down goes Pilgartick, | 
Commends his Soul to his She-ſaint, and Exit. 
Another ſpurs in there, cries, Make room Villains, 
I am a Lord, fcarce ſpoken, but with Reverence _ 
A Raſcal takes him d er the Face, and fells him; J 


1 . 


The Gentleman no doubt will all to his Jewlips. | Aab rate 


1 4 


He'll kiſs our Tails as ſooni be looks upoſi'u _ | 
As if he wou'd fay,* if ye will turn again, Friends, YA 


And beat a little more care into your Coxcombs. 


inſt us, 


Moſt wicked Madrigals: And ten to one, alone) Nick 
Sung td ſuch louſie lamentable Funes. ag: : 


Howe er the Game goe G66: Sire not. benen, 5 1 


Pray: ga, and cheer thdſe left} arid lead then! "ABI 
y think,, * 
— and let him know our State: And hark ye. 


Beſure 
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4 | Beſure the Meſſenger adviſe his Majeſty 
To comfort up the Prince: He's full of Sadneſs. 


Lies. When ſhallI get a Chirurgeon? This hot Weather, 


4 Unleſs I be well pepper'd, I ſhall ſtink, Colonel. [then, 


Leon. Go, I'Il prepare thee one. Lieu. If ye catch me 


| Fighting again, I'll eat Hay with a Horſe. [Exeunr. 


SCENE III. 


Leu. Have ye written to Merione? 1 Maid. Ves, Madam. 


1 
1 EnterLeucippe, Reading, and twoMaids at a Table writing. 


Te. And let her underſtand the Hopes ſhe has, 
If ſhe come ſpeedily 


1 Maid. All theſe are ſpecified. 
Tu. And of the Chain is ſent her, [here ? 
And the rich Stuff to make her ſhew more handſome 
I Maid. All this is done, Madam. 

Leu. What have you diſpatch'd there? 

2Maid. A Letter to the Country Maid, and't pleaſe ye. 

Leu. A pretty Girl, but peeviſh, plaguy ror op 
Have ye bought the embroider dG loves, and that Purſe for 


And the new Curl! 


2 Maid. They are ready pre vp, Madam. 
Leu. Her Maiden-head will yield me let me fee now; 


7 She is not fifteen they ſay: For her Complexion— 


= Cle, Cloe, Cloe, here, I have her, 
Cle, the Daughter of a Country Gentleman; 
5 Her Age upon fifteen? Now her Complexion, 


A lovely brown; here tis; Eyes black and rolling, | 


The Body neatly built; She ſtrikes a Lute well, 
Sings moſt enticingly ; theſe helps conſider'd, 

Her Maiden-head will amount to ſome three hundred, 
Or three hundred and fifty Crowns, "twill bear it hand - 


1 Her Father's poor, ſome little ſhare deducted, I ſomly. 
Io buy him a hunting Nag; Ay, twill be pretty. 
Who takes care of the Merchant's Wife ? 


I Maid. I have wrought her. [Madam, 

Lien. You know for whom ſhe is? 1 Maid. Very well. 

Though very much ado I had to make her 

Apprehend that Happine(s. Lev. Thefe Kind are ſubtile; 

Did ſhe not cry and-blubber when you urg'd her? 

| 1 Maid. O moſt extremely, and ſwore ſhe wou'd ra- 
ther periſh, Nature. 


Les. Good Signs, very * Signs, Symptoms of = 
| a 
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Had ſhe thePlate? 1Maid. She look'd upon't, and left it» 
And turn'd again, and view'd it: Lev. Very well til}. it 
1 Maid. At length ſhe was content to let it lye there, 
Till I call'd for't, or ſo. Leu. She will come? 
1 Maid. Do you take me 
For ſuch a Fool, I wou'd part without that Promiſe ? 1 
Leu. The Chamber's next the Park. I 
1 Maid. The Widow, Madam, 
You bade me look upon. Leu. Hang her, ſhe is muſty : 
She is no Man's Meat; beſides, ſhe's poor and fluttiſh : 
Where lies old 7e now, you are ſo lorg now — her, 
2 Maid. Ibisbi, Thisbe, Thisbe, Agent Thisbe, O I have 
She lies now in Nicopolis, Leu. Diſpatch a Packet, 
And tell her, her Superior here commands her 
The next Month not to fail, but ſee deliver'd 
Here to our Uſe, ſome twenty young and handſome, 
As alſo able Maids, for the Court Service, ; 
As ſhe will anſwer it: We are out ot Beauty, 
Utterly out, and rub the time away here 
With ſuch blown Stuff, I am aſham'd to ſend it. [Knock 
Whos that? Look out, to your buſineſs Maid, within. 
There's nothing got by Idleneſs: There is a Lady, 
Which if I can but buckle with, Altea, 
A, 4, A, A, Altea, young, and married, bt; 
And a great Lover of her Husband, well, 5 
Not to be brought to Court | Say ye ſo? I am ſorry, 
The Court ſhall be brought to you then how now, who is't? 
1 Maid. An ancient Woman with a Maid attending, 
A pretty Girl, but out of Cloath<« ; for a little Money, 
It ſeems ſhe would put her to your bringing up, Madam. 
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Enter Woman and Phehe. (Woman? 
Leu. Let her come in. Would you ought with us good 
J pray be ſhort, we are full of Buſineſs. [nour. 


Mom. | have a tender Girl here, an't pleaſe your Ho- 
Leu. Very well. 
Mom. That hath a great Deſire to ſerve your Worſhip. 
Leu. It may be ſo; I am full of Maids. 
Mom. She is young, forſooth 
And for her truth; as they ſay her bearing. [Pulſe, 
Leu. Ve ſay well; Come ye hither, Maid, let me feel your 
"1's ſomewhat weak, but Nature will grow * 
ä t 
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Let me ſee your Leg, ſhe treads but low ith*Paſterns. 
Non. A Cork Heel, Madam. | | 
Leu. We know what will do it lat? 

Without your aim, good Woman; what do you pitch her 

She's but a ſlight Toy cannot hold out long. 
Wom. Ev'n what you think is meet. 

Leu. Give her ten Crowns, we are full of Buſineſs, 
She is a poor Woman let her take a Cheeſe home, 
Enter the Wench i'th' Office. [Ex. Vom. and 1 Maid. 
- 2Maid,What's your Name, Siſter? Phe. Phebe, forſooth. 

Leu. A pretty Name; 'twill do well: 

Go in, and let the other Maid inſtruct you, Phe. Fx. PH. 

Let my old Velvet Skirt be made fit for her. , 

I'll put her into action for a Waſtcoat ; 

And when I have rigg'd her up once, this ſmall Pinnace 

| (Knock within. 

Shall ſail for Gold, and good Store too; who's there? 


Lord, ſhall we never have any Eaſe in this World? 


Still troubled ! Still molefted ! What wou'd ye have? 
Enter Menippe. 

I cannot furniſh you fatter than I am able, lit. 

And ye were my Husband a thouſand times. I cannot do 

At leaſt a dozen Poſts are gone this Morning 

For ſeveral Parts of the Kingdom; I can do no more 


But pay em, and inſtru& 'em, 


Men. Prithee, good Sweetheart, 
I come not to diſturb thee, nor diſcourage thee, 
I know thou labour'it truly: Hark in thine Ear. 

Leu. Ha! 
What do you make ſo dainty on't ? Look there? 
I am an Aſs, I can do nothing. Men. Celia ? 
Ay, this is ſhe; a Stranger Born. 

Lea. What would you give for more now? (on't, 

Men. Prithee, my beſt Leucippe, there's much hangs 
Lodg'd at the end of Marys Street? That's true too; 
At the ſack of ſuch a Town, by ſuch a Soldier 
Preſerv'd a Priſoner ; and by Prince Demetrius 
Bought from that Man again, maintain'd and favour'd: 
How came you by this orien ? 
Leu. Poor weak Man, 

B 2 J have 
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I have athouſand Eyes, when thou art ſleeping, 

Abroad and full of Buſineſs. 

Men. You never try'd her? 

Lea. No, ſhe is beyond my level; ſo hedg'd in 

By the Prince's infinite Love and Favour to her 

Men. She is a handſome Wench. 

Lev. A delicate, and knows it; 

And out of that proof arms her ſelf. Mex, Come in then; 

I have a great Defign from the King to you, 

And you muſt work like Wax now. Leu. on this Lady? 
Men. On this, and all yourWits call tome. Les. I have 


T think my Brains will work without Barm ; | 


SCENE IV. 
Enter Antigonus, Timon, Lords and 4 Soldier. 


Ant. No Face of Sorrow for thisLoſs, 'twill choak him, 
Nor no Man thiſs a Friend, I know his Nature 
So deep impreſt with Grief, for what he has ſuffer'd, 
That the leaſt adding to it adds to his Ruin; 
His Loſs is not ſo infinite, I hope, Soldier. 
Sol. Faith neither great, nor out of Indiſcretion, 
The young Men out of heat. 
Enter Demetrius, Leontius, and Lieutenant. 
Ant. I gueſs the manner. 
Lord. he Prince and't like your Grace—— 
Ant. You are welcome home, Sir ; 
Come, no more Sorrow, 1 have heard your Fortune, 
And I my felf have try'd the like: Clear up, Man, 
T will not have ye take it thus, if I doubted. (em, 
Your Fear had lolt, and that you had turn'd your Back to 
Baſely beſought their Mercies 
Leon. No, no, by this Hand, Sir, 
We fought like honeſt and tall Men. 
Ant. I know't, Leonitus: Or if I thought 
Neglect of Rule, having his Counſel with ye, 
Or too vain-glorious Appetite of Fame, 
Your Men forgot and icatter'd. Leon. None of theſe, Sir, 
He ſhew 4 himſelf a noble Gentleman, | 


Every 


Toys in my time of ſome Note; old as Iam, (done 


Take up Books, Men. As we go in, I'll tell ye. (Exe. 
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Every way apt to Rule. Ant. Theſe being granted; 


| Why ſhould you think you have done an act ſo heinous. 


That nought but Diſcontent dwells round about ye ? 

J have lot a Battle. Leon. Ay, and fought it hard too. 
Ant. With as much means as Man 
Leon. Ot Devil cou'd urge it. 
Ant. Twenty to one of our fide now. Leon. Turn Tables, 

Beaten like Dogs again, like Owls, you take it 

To Heart for flying but a Mile before em; 


/ 


And to ſay the truth, 'twas no flight neither, Sir, 
> *Twas but a walk, a handſome walk, ; 


I have tumbl'd with this old Body, beaten like a Stock-fiſh 


And ſtuck with Arrows, like an arming Quiver, 
* Blooded and bang'd almoſt a Day before em, 


And glad | have got off then. Here's a mad Shaver, 
He fights his ſhare I am ſure, whene'er he comes to't ; 
Yet I have ſeen him trip it tithly too, 
And cry the Devil take the hindmoſt ever. 
Lieu. J learnt it of my Betters. Leon. Boudge at this? 
Art. Has Fortune but one Face? Lien. In her beſt Vizard 
Methinks ſhe looks but Jowrily. 
Ant. Chance, though ſhe faint now, 
And ſink below our Expectations, 
Is there no hope left ſtrong enough to buoy her ? 
Den. "Tis not, this Day I fled before the Enemy, 
And loſt my People, left mine Honour murder'd, 
My Maiden Honour, never to be Ranſom'd, 
Which to a noble Soul is too ſenſible, 
Afflicts me with this Sadneſs ; moſt of theſe, 
Time may turn ſtraight again, Experience perſects, 
And new Swords cut new ways to nobler Fortunes. 
O I have loſt it—— Axt. As you are mine, forget it: 
J do not think it loſs. Dem. O Sir, forgive me. 
T have loſt my Friends, thoſe worthy Soul; bred with me, 
I have loſt my ſelf, they were the pieces of me, 
I have loſt all Arts, my Schools are taken from me, 
Honour and Arms, no Emulation left me: 
T liv'd to fee theſe Men loft, look'd upon it; 
Theſe Men that twin'd their Loves to mine, theirVirtues; 
O ſhame of ſhames ! I ſaw and cou'd not ſa ve em: 


B 3 This 
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This carries Sulphur in't, this burns and boils me, 
And like a fatal Tomb, beſtrides my Memory. 

Ant. This was hard Fortune, but if alive, and taken, 
They ſhall be ranſom'd : Let it be at Millions. 

Dem. They are dead, they're dead. 

Lieu. When wou'd he weep for me thus? (not: 
I may be dead and powder'd. Leon. Good Prince, grieve 
We are not certain of their Deaths, The Enemy, 
Though he be hot, and keen, yet holds good Quarter. 
What Noiſe is this * 

Great Shout within : Enter Gentlemen. 
Liev. He does not follow us? 


Give me a Steeple top. Leon. They live, they live, Sir. 


Ant. Hold up your manly Face. 

They live, they are here, Son. Dem. Theſe are the Men. 
1 Gent. They are, and live to honour ye. (ye 
Dem. How 'icap'd ye, noble Friends? Methought I ſaw 

Even in he jours of Death. 2 Gent. Thanks to our Folly, 

That ſpurr'd. us on; we were indeed hedg'd round in't; 

And ev'n beyond the Hand of Succour, beaten, 

Unhors'd, diſarm'd: And what we lookt for then, Sir, 

Let ſuch poor weary Souls that hear the Bell knoll, 

And fee the Grave a digging, tell. Dem. For Heav'n's ſake 

Delude mine Eyes no longer! How came ye off? 

1 Gent. Againſt all Expectation; the brave Scleucus, 

I think this Day enamour'd on your Virtue, 

When, through the Troops, heſaw yeſhoot likeLightningz 

And at your manly Courage all took Fire ; 

And after that the Miſery we fell to, 

The never certain Fate of War, confid'ring, 

As we ſtood all before him, Fortune's Ruins, 

Nothing but Death expecting, a ſhort time 

He made a ſtand upon our Youths and Fortunes. 

Then with an Eye of Mercy inform'd his Judgment, 

How yet unripe we were, unblown, unharden'd, 

Unfitted for ſuch fatal Ends; he ery'd out to us, 

Go, Gentlemen, commend me to your Maſter, 

To the moſt high, and hopeful Prince Demetrius; 

Tell him the Valour that he ſhow'd againſt me 

This Day, the Virgin, Valour, and true Fire, 

Deſerves even from an Enemy this Courteſiez Your 
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2 Your Lives and Arms freely I'll give em. Thank him. 
And thus we are return'd, Sir. Leon. Faith, twas well done; 
” *T'was bravely done; was't not a noble Part, Sir? 

= Lies, Had! been there, up had I gone, I am ſure on't; 
Theſe noble Tricks I never durſt truſt em yet. 
Lon. Let me not live, and 'twere not a fam'd Honeſty, 
It takes me ſuch a tickling way; Now wou'd I wiſh, Heaven; 
But ev'n the Happineſs, ev'n that poor Bleffing 

For all the ſharp Afflictions thou haſt ſent me, 

But ev'n i'th' head o'th* Field, to take Sz/encus. 

1 ſhould do ſomething memorable : Fie, ſad, till ? 
- 1 Gent, Do you grieve we are come off? 
Den. Unranſom'd was it? 2 Gent. It was, Sir, 
Den. And with ſuch a Fame to me? | 
Said ye not ſo? Leon. Ye have heard it. 
Den. O Leontius! 
Better I had loſt 'em all: My ſelf had periſh'd, 
And all my Father's hopes. Leon. Mercy upon you, 
What ails you, Sir; Death, do not make Fools on's 
Neither go to Church, nor tarry at Home? 
That's a fine Hornpipe. 

Art What's now your Grief, Demetrius! 

Dem. Did he not beat us twice? _. 

Leon. He beat, a Pudding; beat us but once. 
Dien. H'as beat me twice, and beat me to a Coward, 
Beat me to nothing. Lier. Is not the Devil in him? 

Leon, I pray it be no worſe. Den. Twice conquer'd me, 
Leon. Beart witneſs all the World, I am Dunce here, 
Dien. With Valour firſt he ſtruck me, then withHonour, 
That Stroke, Leontius, that Stroke, doſt thou not feel it“ 

Leon. Whereabouts was it? For Iremember nothing yet. 

3 Dem, All theſe Gentlemen that were his Priſoners— 
Ln. Yes, he ſet em free, Sir, with Arms and Honour. 
> Dem. There, there, now thou haſt it; 

At mine own Weapon, Courteſie, h'as beaten me. 
At that I was held a Maſter in, he has cow'd me, 
Hotter than all the dint o'th' Fight he has charg'd me: 
Am I not now a wretched Fellow? Think ont; 
And when thou haſt examin'd all ways honourable, 
And find'ſt no Deor leſt open to requite this 
| Conclude 
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Conclude I am a Wretch, and was twice beaten. 

Aut. I have obſerv'd your way, and underſtand it, 
And equal love it as Demetrius, 

My noble Child, thou ſhall not fall in Virtue, 

T and my Pow'r will fink firſt: You Leontius, 

Wait for a new Commiſſion, ye ſhall. out again, 
And inſtantly : You ſhall not lodge this Night here, 
Not ſee a Friend, nor take a Bleſſing with ye, 
Before ye be i'th' Field: The Enemy is up ſtill, 
And till in full deſign: Charge him again, Son, 
And either bring home that again thou haſt loſt there, 
Or leave thy Body by him. Dem. Ye raiſe me, 
And now I dare look up again, Leontius. ('em 

Leon. ay, ay, Sir, I am thinking who we ſhall take of 
To make all ſtraight; and who we ſhal give to th'Devil, 
What ſay*ſt thou now, Lieutenant? Lie. I ſay nothing. 
Lord what ail I, that I nave no mind to fight now ? 
I find my Conſtitution mightily alter'd . 

Since I came home : I hate all Noiſes too, 
Eſpecial'y the Noiſe of Drums; I am now as well 
As any living Man; why not as valiant ? 

To fight now, is a kind of Vomit to me, 

It goes againſt my Stomich. Dem. Good Sir, preſently; 
You cannot do your Son fo fair a Favour. 

Ant. Tis my Intent: I'll fee ye march away too. 
Come, get your Men together preſently, Leont ius, 
And preſs where pleaſe you, as you march. 

Leon. We go, Sir. 


Ant Wait you on me, I'll bring ye to your Command, 
And then to Fortune give you up. Dem. Ve love me. (Ex it. 


Leon. Go, get the Drums, beat round, Lieutenant. 
Lieu. Hark ve, Sir, | 
I have a ſooliſh Buſineſs they call Marriage. (Sir, 
Leon. After theWars are done. Lien. The Party ſtays, 
I have given thePrieſt his Money too: All my Friends,Sir, 
My Father, and my Mother. Leon. Will you go forward? 
Lieu. She brings a pretty matter with her. 
Leon. Half a dozen Baſtards. - 
Lieu. Some forty, Sir. Leon. A goodly Competency. 
Lieu. I mean Sir, Pounds a Year, II diſpatch the 
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. "Tis but a Night or two; Ill overtake ye Sir. (quarter? 


Leon. The two old Legions, yes: Where lies the Horſe- 
Lies. And if it be a Boy, I'll ev'n make bold, Sir. 
Leon. Away with your Whore, 


A plague o' your Whore, you damn'd Rogue, 


> Wo) 


F 
£ 
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Now ye are cur'd and well; muſt ye be clicketting? (ſence; 
Lieu. I have broke my Mind to my Ancient, in my ab- 


: He's a ſufficient Gentleman. Leon. Get forward, 


Lieu. Only receive her Portion. Leon. Get ye forward, 
Elſe I'll bang ye forward. Lieu. Strange, Sir, 
A Gentleman and an Officer cannot have the Liberty 
To do the Office of a Man. Leon. Shame light on thee, 
How came this Whore into thy Head! 

Lieu. This Whore, Sir? 
Tis ſtrange, a poor Whore, Leon. Do not anſwer me, 
Troop, 'I'roop away; do not name this Whore again, 
Or think there is aWhore. Leon. That's very hard, Sir. 

Los. For if thou doſt, look to't, IH have theeGelded, 
TIl walk ye out before me: Not a word more. {Exeunt. 


SCENE V. 


Enter Leucippe, and Governeſs. 

Lex. Ye are the Miſtreſs of the Houſe, ye ſay, 
Where this young Lady lies. Gov. For want of a better, 

Lev. You may be good enough for ſuch a Purpoſe, 
When was the Prince with her? Anſwer me directly. 

Gov.Not fince he went aWarring. Leu. Very well then: 
What carnal Copulation are you privy to 
Between theſe two? Be not afraid, we are Women, 
And may talk thus amongſt our ſelves, no harm in't. 

Gov. No ſure, there's no harm in't, I conceive that; 
But truly, that I ever knew the Gentlewoman 
Otherwile giv'n, than a hopeful] Gentlewoman— 
Le. You'll grant me the Prince loves her? 


Gov. There I am with ye. 85 

And the Gods bleſs her, promiſes her mightily. - 
Lev. Stay there a while, And gives her Gifts? 
Gov. Extremely ; | (now, 


x And truly makes a very Saint of her. Leu. I ſhou'd think 


(Good 
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(Good Woman let me have your Judgment with me. 
I ſee 'tis none of the worſt : Come fit down by me) 
That theſe two canngt love fo tenderly. 

Gov. Being ſo young as they are too. Ie. You ſay well 
But that methinks ſome further Promiſes---Gor.Yes, yes, 
J bave heard the Prince ſwear he wou'd marry her. 

Leu. Very well ſtill: They do not uſe to all out? 

Gov, The tendereſt Chickens to one another, 
They cannot live an Hour aſunder. Lea. I have done then; 
And be you gone ; you know your Charge, and do it. 
You know whoſe Will it is ; if you tran{grels it 
That is, if any have acceſs or ſee her, (Madam ? 
Before the King's will be fulfill d— Gov. Not the Prince, 

Leu You'll be hang'd if you do it, that I'll aſſure ye. 

Gov. But neertheleſs,. I']] make bold to obey ye. 

Leu Away ard to your buſineſs then. N 

GV. I is done, Madam. (Excunt. 


ACT III. SCENE I. 


Enter Antigonus, and Menippus. {nippus 

Am. Hou haſt taken wond'rous Pains ; but yet Me- 
| You underſtand not of whatBlood andCountry- 
Men. I labour'd that, but cannot come to know it- 
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A Greek I am ſure ſhe is, ſhe ſpeaks this Language - | 


Ant. Is the ſo excellent handſome ? Men. Moſt inticing. 
Ant. Sold for a Priſoner ? 
Men. Yes Sir, ſome poor Creature. | 
Ant. And he loves tenderly ? Men. They ſay extremely. 
Ant. Tis well prevented then: Yes, | perceiv'd it: 
When he took leave now, he made a hundred ſtops, 
Defir'd an Hour, but half an Hour, a Minute, 
Which I with Anger croſs'd; I knew his Buſineſs, 
I knew 'twas ſhe he hunted on ; this Journey Man, 
I beat out ſuddenly for her Cauſe intended, 
And wou'd not give him time to breathe. When comes ſhe? 
Men. This Morning, Sir. Ant. Lodge her to all Delight 


For I wou'd have her try'd to the teſt : I know, (then: 


She muſt be ſome crackt Coin, not fit his Traffick, 
Which 
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1e. | Which when we have found, the Shame will make him 
ie) Or we ſhall work a nearer way: I |] bury him, (leave her, 

And with him all the hopes I have caſt upon him, 
ell Ere he ſhall dig his own Grave in that Woman: 


2s, Von know which way to bring her : Dll ſtand cloſe there 
Tr. Jo view her as ſhe paſſes: And do you hear Menippus, 
it? © Obſerve her with all Sweetneſs; hzmour her, 


Twill make her lie more careleſs to our Purpoſes, 
nz; Away, and take what helps you pleaſe. 


Men. I am gone, Sir. (Exeunt. 
1? SCEN'E II. 
es Enter Celia, and Governeſs. 
e. Cel. Governeſs, from whom was this Gown ſent me? 


Pr'ythee be ſerious true; I will not wear't elle: 
Tis a handſome one. Gov. As though ye know not? 
Z Cel. No Faith: | | 
: } But I believe, for certain too, yet I wonder, 
'* Becauſe it was his Caution, this poor way, 
Still to preſerve me from the curious ſearchings 
Of greedy Eyes, Gov You have it: Does it pleaſe you? 


uy Cel. Tis very rich, methinks too, pry'thee tell me. 
ZF Gov. From one that likes you well, never look coy, 
y. 80 Lady. | 
t- Tyheſe are no Gifts, to be put off with powtings. 
e. Cel. Powtings, and Gifts: Is it from any Stranger? 
g. Gov, You are ſo curious, that there is no talk to ye. 


# 0 What if it be, I pray ye? Cel. Unpin, good Governeſs, 
Quick, quick. Gov. Why, what's the matter? 

1 . - 

Cel. Quick, good Governeſs: 

> Fie on't, how beaſtly it becomes me? Poor'y ? 

s, A Trick put in upon me? Well faid Governeſs: | 


Are theſe your Tricks? Now I begin to ſmell it, 


it Cel. As I live I'll cut it of, A pox upon it; 
Por ſure it was made for that uſe; do you bring me 
4 Liveries? 9 a 


36 The Humorous Lieutenant. 


Stales to catch Kites? Doſt thou laugh too, thou baſe 
Woman? | 
Gov. I cannot chuſe, if I ſhould be hang'd. 
Cel. Abuſe me, 
And then laugh at me too? Gov. I do not abuſe ye: 
Is it abuſe, to give him Drink that's thirſty ? 
You want Cloaths ; is it ſuch a heinous Sin I beſeech ye, 
To ſee you ſtor'd ? 
Cel. There's no greater Wickedneſs than this way. 
Gov. What way? Cel. I ſhall curſe thee fearfully, 
If thou provok'ſt me further: And take heed, Woman, 
My Curſes never miſs. Gov, Curſe him that ſent it, 
Cel. Tell but his Name 
Gov. You dare not curſe him. 
Cel. Dare not? By this fair Light 
Gov. You are ſo full of Paſſion. (him ? 
Gov. Dare not be good ? Be honeſt ? Dare not curſe 
Gov. I think you dare not: I believe ſo. Cel. Speak him. 
Gov. Up with your Valour then, up with it bravely, 
And take your full Charge. 
Cel. If I do not, hang me; tell but his Name. 
Gov. *Twas Prince Demetrius lent it: 
Now, now, give fire, kill 'th* Eye now Lady. 
Cel. Is he come home? 
Gov. It ſeems ſo; but your Curſe now. 
Cel. You do not lie, I hope. 5 
Gov. You dare not curſe him. (deed ? 
Cel. Pr'ythee do not abuſe me: Is he come home in- 
For I wou'd now with all my Heart believe thee. 
Gov. Nay, you may chuſe: Alas, I deal for Strangers, 
That ſend ye ſcurvy muſty Gowns, ſtale Liveries: 
I have my tricks. 
Cel. Tis a good Gown, a handſome one; 
did but jeſt ; where is he? Gov. He that ſent it 
Cel. How? He that ſent it? Is't come to that again? 
Thou canſt not be ſo fooliſh : Pr'ythee ſpeak out, 
I may miſtake thee. Gov. I ſaid he that ſent it. 
Cel. Curſe o' my Life: Why doſt thou vex me thus? 
J know thou meaneſt Demetrius, doſt thou not? 


1 charge thee ſpeak truth: If it be any other, 


Thou 
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ZT hou knoweſt the charge he gave thee, and the Juſtice 
Hi, Anger will inflict. if e'er he know this, 
As know he ſhall, he ſhall, thou ſpiteful Woman, 
Thou beaſtiy Woman; and thou ſhalt know too late too, 
: And feel too ſenſible, Jam no Ward, 
No Sale ſtuff for your Money-Merchant that ſent it: 

„ Who dare ſend me, or how durſt thou, thou 
= Gov. What you pleaſe : 
For this is ever the reward of Service. 
The Prince ſhall bring the next himſelf. 
Cel. Tis ſtrange 
5 That you ſhould deal fo peeviſhly : Beſhrew ye, 

= You have put me in a heat. | 

| Gov. | am {ure ye have kill'd me: 

I ner receiv'd ſuch Language: I can but wa't upon ye, 
4 And be your Drudge ; keep a poor Life to ſerve ye. 
Cel. You wh my Nature is too eaſy, Governels, 

le 


And you now know, I am ſorry too: How does he ? 
* Gov. O Gad, my Head. 
Cel. Pry'thee be well, and tell me, 
Did he ſpeak of me, ſince he came? Nay ſee now, 
I thou wilt leave this Tyranny ? Good ſweet Governels, 

1 Did he but name his Celia? Look upon me, 

Upon my Faith I meant no harm: Here take this, 
And buy thy ſelf ſome trifles : Did he, good Wench? 
= Gov, He loves ye but too dearly. 

Cel. That's my good Governeſs. 

Gov. There's more Cloaths making for ye. 

Cel. More Cloaths? Gov. More: 

XX Richer and braver; I can tell ye that News; 

And twenty glorious things. Cel. To what uſe Sirrah ? 

Cox. Ye are too good » our Houſe now: We poor 
5 Wretches 
Shall loſe the comfort of ye. Cel. No, I hope not. 

So. For ever loſe ye, Lady. 

Cel. Loſe me? Wherefore? I hear of no ſuch thing. 
3 C@Gov. Tis ſure it mult be ſo: = 
3 You mult ſhine now at Court: Such Preparation, 

= Such hurry and ſuch hanging Rooms 
Cel. To th' Court, Wench? Was it to th' Court, thou 


9 
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His Vow was made gainſt it, and mine with him: 


| What a firange Man are you? Would you have a Man 
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Gov. You'll find it ſo. Cel. Stay, ſtay, this cannot be? 
Gov. I ſay it muſt be ſo. 3 
T hope to find ye (till the ſame good Lady. 2 
To th' Court? This ſturables me: Art ſure for me Wench 
'Uhis preparation is? Gov, She is perilous ciafiy ; by 
J fear too honeſt for us all too. Am I {ure I live? x 
Cel. To th' Court? This cannot down: What ſhould I © 
do there ? 
Why ſhould he on a ſudden change his Mind thus, 
Aud not make me acquainted? Sure he loves me; 


At leaſt whilſt this King livd. He will come hither, 
And ſee me, ere 1 go? Gov. Wou'd ſome wiſe Woman 
Had her in working. That I think he will not, 
Becauſe he means with all ſoy the re to meet ye. 
Ye ſhall hear more within this Hour. Cel. A Courtier? 
What may that meaning be? Sure he will ſee me 
If he be come, he muſt: Hark ye, good Governeſs, 
What Age is the King of ? 

Gov. He's anold Man, and full of Buſineſs. 

Cel. I fear too full indeed: What Ladies are there? 
TI wou'd be loth to want good Company. 

Gov. Delicate young Ladies, as you wou'd defire ; 
And when you are acquainted, the beſt Company. 

Cel. Tis very well: Pry'thee go in, let's talk more. 
For though I fear a Trick, I'll bravely try it. 

Gov. I fee he mult be cunning, knocks this Doe down. 

[ Excunt. 


SCENE III. 
Enter Lieutenant, and Leontius: Drums within. 


Leon. Vou ſhall not have your will, Sirrah, are ye running? 
Hare ye gotten a Toy in your Heels? Is this a Scaſon, 
When Honour pricks ye on, to prick your Ears up, 
After your Whore, your Hobby-horle ? 

Lied. Why look ye now: (fight 


At all Hours all alike? Leon. Do but fight ſomething ; 
But half a Blow, and put thy Stomach to't : 


Turn but thy Face, and do make Mouths at 'em. 
Leon. 
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Doſt long to be hang'a? Lier. Faith Sir, I make no Suit 
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Teon. Ard have my Teeth knockt out; I thank ye 
heartily. 


e are my dear Friend. Leon. What a Devil ails thee ? 


But rather than I would live thus out of Charity, [for't : 

Continually in bra wling Leon. Art thou not he? 

FI may be cozen'd —— Lieu. I ſhall be diſcover'd, 
Leon. That inthe midſt of thy molt helliſh Pains, 


When thou wert crawling ſick didſt aim at Wonders, 
When thou art mad with Pain? 


Lieu, Ye have found the Ciule out; 


I ne'er had been mad to fight elie: I confeſs, Sir, 

= The daily torture of my Side that vext me, 

Made me as daily careleſs what became of me, 

= Till a kind Sword there wounded me and cas'd me: 
= *Twas nothing in my Valour ſought; I am well now, 
And take ſome Pleaſure in my Lite, methioks row, 
It ſhews as mad a thing to me to ſee you ſcuffle 
And kill one another fooliſhly for Honour, 

As *twas to you, to ſee me play the Coxcomb. 


Leon. And wilt thou ne'er fight more ? 

Lieu. I'th' mind I am in. 

Leon. Nor never be ſick again? Lieu. I hope I ſhali not. 
Leon, Pry": hee be ſick again; pr'ythee, I beſeech thee, 


Be juſt ſo fick again. Lien. I'll be hang'd brit. 


1 If all the Arts that are, can make a Cholick, 


3 There fore look to't : Or if Impoſtu mes, mark me, 
As big as Foot-balls 


Lieu. Deliver me. 
Leon. Or Stones of ten Pound weight i'th' Kidneys, 


is Through Eaſe and ugly Diets may be gathe1'd ; 
'n feed ye up myſelf, Sir, III prepare ye. 


Vou cannot fight, unleſs the Devil tear ye, 


vou ſha]l not want Provocations, III ſcratch ye, 


; I'll have thee have the Tooth-ach, and the Head-ach. 


Lieu. Good Colonel, I'll do any thing. 
. Leon, No, no, nothing; lows: 
Then will I have thee blown with a pair of Smith's Bel- 
Becauſe ye ſhall be ſure to have a round Gale with ye, 
Fill'd full with Oil o' Devil, and Agua fortis, 
And let theſe work, theſe may provoke, 

Lieu. Good Colonel. C2 Leen, 
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Leon. A Coward in full Blood; pr'ythee be plain with 
Will roaſting do thee any good ? lIme, 

Lier. Nor baſt ing neither, Sir. 

Ten. Marry that goes hard. 
Enter one Gentleman. 

1 Gent, Where are you, Colonel? 

The Prince expects ye, Sir: h'as hedg'd the Enemy 

Within a trait, where all the Hopes and Valours 

Of all Men living cannot force a Paſlage, 

He has m now. Leon. I knew allthis before, Sir, 

I chalk'd him out his way: But de you ſee that thing 
| there? 

Lieu. Nay. good ſweet Colonel, I'll fight a little. 

Leon. 'That Thing ? | 

1 Gent. What thing ? I ſee the brave Lieutenant. 

Leon. Rogue, what a Name halt thou Joſt ? 

Lieu. You may help it, 

Yet you may help't : I'll do ye any Courteſy : 
I know you love a Wench well. 
Enter ſecond Gentleman. 

Leon. Look upon him; 

Do you look too. 2 Gent. What ſhou'd 1 look on? 
J come to tell ye, the Prince ſtays your Direction, 
We have 'em now i'th* Coop, Sir. 

Leon. Let 'em reſt there, 

And chew upon their Miſeries : But look firit-—— 

Lieu. J cannot fight for all this. | 

Leon. Look on this Fellow. 

2 Gent. I know him; tis the valiant brave Lieutenant. 

Leon, Canſt thou hear this, and play the Rogue? ſteal 
Behind me quickly, neatly do it [off quickly, 
And ruſh into the thickeſt of the Enemy, 

And if thou kill'ſt but two. Lieu. You may excuſe me, 
Tis not my fault: I dare not fight. 

Leon. Be rul'd yet, I'll beat thee on; | 
Go wink and fight: A plague upon your Sheeps Heart. 
2 Gent. What's all this matter ? 

1 Gent. Nay, I cannot ſhew ye. f 
Leon. Here's twenty Pound, go but ſmell to em. 
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Lieu. Alas! Sir. 


have taken ſuch a Cold I can ſmell nothing. 


Leon. I can ſmell! a Raſcal, a rank Racal : 


1 Fy, how he ſinks, Ike a tired Jade. 2. Cent. What, Sir? 


Leon. Why, thit Sir, do not you ſmell him? 
2 Gent. Smell him? Lieu. 1 muſt endure. 
Leon, Stink like a dead Dog, Carrion _ 


4 There's no ſuch damnable Smell under Heav'n, 
As the faint Sweit of a Coward. Will ve fizht yet? 


Lieu. Nay, now I dely ye; ye have ſpoke the worſt ye 


Of me, and if every Mun ſhould take what ye fry kn 
To the Heart 
Jod ha' Mercy with all my Heart: here I forgive thee ; 
And fight, or fight: not, but go along with us, 

Aud keep my Dog. Lien. I love a Dog naturally. 


Leon. God ha' Mercy, + 


1 Gent. What's all this ſtir, Lieutenant ? 

Lieu. Nothing, Sir, 

But a ſlight matter of Argument. Leon. Pox take thee: 
Sure I ſhall love this Rogue, he's ſo pretty a Coward, 
Come, Gentlemen, let's up now, and it Fortune 


Dire play the ſt again, Ih ven er more Saint her. 
l 


Come, Play- fellow, conie, pr'ythee come up; come 


1 have a Way ſhall fit ye: A tame Knave, [ Chicken, 


Come look upon us. 
Lieu. I' tell you who does beſt, Boys. [Exeunt, 


SCE N.E--IV. 
Enter Antigonus and Menippus, above. 


Men. | {aw her coming out. Int. Who waits upon her? 
Men. Timon, Charinthus, and ſome other Gentlemen, 
By me appointed. Ant. Where's your Wife! 
Men. She's ready 
To entertain her here, Sir; and ſome Ladies 
Fit for her Lodgings. 
Ant. How ſhews ſhe in her Trim now? 
Men. O moſt divinely ſweet. Ant. Pr'ythee ſpeak foftly, 
How does ſhe take het coming? 


C 3 Men, 
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Men. She bears it bravely ; 


But what ſhe thinks —ForHe y'a ſake, Sir. preſerve me- 
If the Prince chance o find this. 


Ant. Pee. yeold Fool; [ieCt. 4 
She thinks to meet him here, Men. Thai's all the P. o- 


Ant. Was ſhe hard to bring? 
Men. No, ſhe belie»'d i: quickly, 

An] quickly made herſelf fit. The Gown alittle, 

And thoſe new things ſhe has not been acquainted with, 

At leaſt in this place, where ſhe liv'd a Priſoner, 

Troubled and fticr'd her Mind. But believe me, Sir, 

She has worn as good, they fit ſo apted to her; 

And ſhe is ſo great a Miſtreſs of a diſpeſure. 

Here they come now : But take a full View of her. 
Enter Celia, Timon, Charinthus, and Gent/emen, 
Ant, How chearfully ſhe looks? How ſhe ſilutes all? 

And how ſhe views the place? She is very young ſure : 

That was an admirable Smile, a catching one, 

The very twang of Capid's Bow ſung init: 

She has two-edg'd Eyes, they kill o' both Sides. 

Men. She makes a ſtand, as though ſhe wou'd ſpeak. 
Ant. Be ſtill then. * 
Ce/. Good Gentlemen, trouble yourſelvesno further, 

] had thought ſure to have met a noble Friend here. 
Tim. Ye may me-t many, Lady. Cel. Such as you 

J covet few or none, Sir. [are 
Char. Will you walk this way, 

And take the Sweets o'th' Garden? Cool and cloſe Lady. 
Cel. Methinks this open Air's far better, tend ye that 

Pray where's the Woman came along ? [way 
Char. What Woman ? 

Cel. The Woman of the Houſe I lay at, Tim. Woman? 

Here was none came along ſure. 

Cel. Sure I am catch'd then: 

Pray where's the Prince | 
Char. He will not be long from ye, 

We are his humble Se:vants. Cel. I cou'd laugh now, 

To ſee how finely I am cozen'd: Yet I fear not, 

For ſure I know a way to icape all Dangers. 

Tim. Madam, Your Lodgings lic this way. 


Cel, 
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9 
Cel. My Lodai: ge? | 
Fer Hzavn lake, Sir, what Office do Their here? 
Tim. The rea Commander fall Hearts. 
E nter Leacippe ard Lades. 
Cel. You have hic it ? 
I thank your ſweer Heart for it. Who are theſe now? 
Char. Ladies that are come to ſerve ye. 
| Cel. Well confider'd, 
, Are you my Servants? Lady. Servants to your Pleaſures, 
| Cel. I dare believe ye, but I dare not truſt ye: 
Catch'd with a Trick? Well, I muſt bear it patiently : 
Methinks th s Court's a neat Place: All the People 
Of fo refin'd a ſize Tim. This is no poor Rogue. 
Leu. Were it a Paradiſe to pleaſe your Fancy, 
And entertain the Sweetneſs you bring with ye. 
er Cel. Take Breath; 
Von are fat, and many Words may melt ye; 
This is three Bawds beaten into one; bleſs me Heay'n, 
What ſhall become of me? I am i'th' pitfall : 
O' my Conſcience, this is the od Viper, and all theſe 
little ones { Servant, 
Creep every Night into her Belly. Do you hear, plump 
And you my little ſucking Ladies, you muſt teach me, 
For I know you are excellent at Carriage, 
Ho to behave myſelf, for I am rude yet. 
But you ſay the Prince will come? 
Lady. Will fly to fee you. 
Cel. For look you, if a great Man, ſay the King now, 
Shou'd come and viſit me? 
þ Men. She names ye. Ant. Peace, Fool, 
I Cel. And offer me a Kindneſs, ſuch a Kindneſs —— _ 
4 Leu. Ay, ſuch a Kindneſs. | 
9 Cel. True, Lady, ſuch a Kindneſs 
What ſhall that Kindpeſs be now ? Lea. A witty Lady; 
Learn little ones, learn. Cel. Say it be all his Favour. 
F; Leu. And a ſweet Saying tis. Cel. And I grow peeviſh? 
; Leu. You muſt not be neglectful. Cel. There's the 
YN matter. 
"XZ There's the main Doctrine now, and I may miſs it: 
Or a kind handſome Gentleman? Teu. You fay well. 


4 D Cel. 
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Cel. They'll count us baſely bred. 
Leu. Not ſtecly nurtur d. Cel. T'll take thy Counſel, 
Len. "Tis an excellent Woman. 
Cel. I find a noiable Volume here, a learn'd one; 
Whichway, for I wou'd fain be in my Chamber, 
In truth ſweet Ladies, | grow weary ; ly, 
How hot the Air beats on me ? 
Lady. This way, Madam, [too. 
Cel. Now, by mine Honour, I grow wondrous ſaint 
Len. Your Fans, ſweet Gentlewomen, your Fans. 
Cel. Since I am fool'd, 
IU make my ſeli fome iport, though I pay dear for't. 


(EXE. 
Men. You ſee now what a manper of Woman ſhe is, 
Ant. Thou art an Aſs, [Sir. 


Men. Is this a fit Love for the Prince? 
Ant. A Coxcomb: ; 
Now by my Crown a dainty Wench, a ſharp Wench, 
And a matchieſs Spirit: How ſhe jeer'd em? 
How careleſly ſhe fcoff'd 'em ? Ule her nobly, 
T wou'd I had not ſeen her: wait anon, 
And then you ſhall have more to trade upon, (Ex, 


SCENE V. 
Enter Leontius, and the two Gentlemen. 
Leon. We muſt keep a round and a ſtrong watch to 


Night, 
The Prince will not charge the Enemy till the Morning : 
But for the trick I told ye for this Raſcal, Card. 


This Rogue, that Health and ſtrong Heart makes a Cow- 
1 Gent. Ay, if it take. 
Leon. Ne'er fear it, the Prince has it; 
And if he let it fall, I muit not know it; 
He will ſuſpe& me preſently : Bu: you two 
May help the Plough. 2 Gent That he is ſick again. 
Leon. Extremely fick ; his Diſeaſe grown incurable ;. 
Never yet found, nor touch'd at. 
Enter Lieutenant, 
2 Gent. Well, we have it, | 
And here he comes. Leon. The Prince has been 3 | 
ad. 
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Phat a flatten Face he has now? It takes, believe it; 
ow like an Aſs he looks? Lieu. I feel no great pain, 
t leaſt, I think I do not; yet I feel ſenſioly 

grow extremely faint ; How cold I ſweat now? 
Leon. So, ſo, ſo. 

Licu. And now "tis even too true, I feel a pricking, 

A pricking, a ſtrange pricking: How it tingles ? 

And as it were a Stitch too: The Prince told me, 
And every one cried out I was a dead Man; | 
had thought I had been as well 

Leon. Upon him now Boys, 
\nd do it moſt demurely. 
1 Gent. How now, Lieutenant ? 
Lieu. I thank ye, Gentlemen. 
1 Gent. Life, how looks this Man? [6 
How doſt thou, good Lieutenant? 2 Gent. I ever told 
This Man was never cur'd, I ſee it too plain now; 
Hou do you feel yourſelf ? you look not perfect; 
Ho dull his Eye hangs ? | 
1 Gent. That may be Diſcontent. 
2 Gent. Believe me, Friend, I wou'd not ſuffer now 
The tithe of thoſe Pains this Man feels, mark his Fore» 
What a Cloud of cold Dew hangs upon'c ? [head 
Tien. | have it, | 
Again I have it; how it grows upon me? 
A miſerable Man I am. Leon. Ha, ha, ha. 
A miſerable Man thou ſhalt be. 
Fs This is the tameſt Trout TI ever tickl'd. 
1 Enter twa Phyſicians. « 
1 Phy. This way he went. 
3 2 Phy. Pray Heav'n we find him living, 
He's a brave Fellow, *tis pity he ſhould periſh thus. 
F 1 Phy. A ſtrong hearted Man, and of a notable ſuffer- 
Lien. Oh, oh! | Lance, 
- 1 Gent. How now? How is it, Man? 
* Lieu. Oh! Gentlemen, 
Never ſo full of Pain. 2 Gent. Dd I not tell ye? 
Lieu. Never ſo full of Pain, Gentlemen, 
1 Phy He is here; 
How do you, Sir? 2 Py. Be of good Comfort, Soldier, 
The Prince has ſent us to you, D 2 Lieu. 
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Lieu. Do you think I may live? 

. 1 Phy, He alters hourly ftrangely. L 
2 Phy Yes, you may live: But——— _ = 7 
Leon, Finely butted, Doctor. (Truth, 1 
1Gent, Do not diſcourage him. 1Pþhy, He muſt be told 7 

"Tis now too late to trifle. | =__ "x 

Enter Demetrius and Gentlemen. N 
h 


3 Gent. Here the Prince comes, 1 
Dem. How now, Gentlemen ? Fs 
2 Gent. Bewailing, Sir, a Soldier, We 

And one, I think, your Grace will grieve to part with. WAr 

But every living thing— Dem. Tis true, mult periſh, 

Our Lives are but our Marches to our Graves. Se 

How doſt thou now, Lieutenant? 

Lien Faith tis true, Sir, 

We are but Spans, and Cindles ends. 3 
Lean. He's finely mortified. [ſtrangely, IB. 
Dem, Thou art Heart whole yet I fee, he alters } 

And that apace too ; I ſaw it this Morning in him, 

When he, poor Man, I dare ſwear 1 
Lieu, No believ't, Sir, I never felt it. 4 

Den. Here lies the Pain now: How he is ſwell'd? U 
1 Pby The Impoſtume q 
Fed with a new malignant Humour now, 


Will grow to ſuch a bigneſs, tis incredible, 1 
The Compaſs of a Buſhel will not hold it. 1 
And with ſuch a Hell of Torture it will riſe too ———- ò r 
Dem. Can you endure me touch it ? . 
Lieu, Oh, I beſeech you, Sir: . 
J ſeel you ſenſibly ere you come near me. [elſe, . 


Dem. He's finely wrought, he muſt be cut, no Cure ⁵ 
And ſuddenly, you fee how faſt he blows out. _ = 
Lier. Good Maſter Doctors, let me beholding to you, 
I ſeel I cannot laſt. 2 Phy. For what, Lieutenant? = 

Lieu But ev'n for halt a dozen Cans of good Wine, 
That I may drink my will out: I faint hideouſly. * 
Den. Fetch him ſome Wine; and ſince he muſt go, | 

Gentlemen, : £0 


Why let him take his Journey merrily. 
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Enter Servants with Wine. 
Lieu. That's ev'n the neareit way. 
Leon. I could laugh dead now, 
Dem. Here, off with that. 
Lieu. The'e two I give your Grace, 
poor Remembrance of a dying Man, Sir, | 
nd I beſeech you wear em out. Dex. I will, Soldier, 
hcſe are fine Logacies. Lieu. Among the Gentlemen, 
yn all I have left; I am a poor Man, naked, 
Vet ſomething for Remembrance; four apiece, Gentlemen, 
And ſo my Body where you pleaſe. Leon. It will work. 
Lieu. I make your Grace myExecutor, and I beſeech ye 
See my poor Will fulfil d : Sure I ſhall walk elle. 
Den. As full as they can be fill'd, here's my Hand, 
1 Gent. The Wine will tickle him. [ Soldier, 
Lieu. I would hear a Drum beat. 
But to ſee how I cou'd endure it. 
Is Den. Beat a Drum t ere. [Drum within, 
Lieu. Oh Heav'nly Muſick, I would hear one ſing to't; 
I am very full of pain. Dem. Sing? "tis impoſſible. 
Lieu. Why, then I would drink a Drum full: 
Where lies the Enemy? 2 Cent. Why, here cloſe by. 
Leos Now he begins to muſter. Lieu. And dare he 
fight ? 
Dare he fight, Gentlemem? 1 PH. Vou muſt not cut him: 
He's gone then in a Moment; all the hope left, is 
To work his weakneſs into a ſu::den Anger, 
And make him raiſe his Paſſion above his Pain, 
Aud ſo diſpoſe him on the Enemy; | 
His Body then, being ſtirr'd with Violence, 
8 Will purge it ſe'f, and break the Sore. 
= Dem. Tis true, Sir. [die thus. 
1 Phy. And then my Life for his. Lieu. J will not 
Dem. But he's too weak to do- Lieu. Die like a Dog? 
2 Phy. Ay, he's weak, but yet he's heart whole. 
Lieu Hem. 
Dem. An excellent Sign. Lieu. Hem. 
Dem. Stronger ſtiſl. and better. 
Lieu. Hem, hem; ran, tan. tan, tan, tan. [Exit. 
1 Phy. Now he's i'th' way on't. 
| Den. 
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Den. Well go thy ways, thou wilt o ſomething certain. 

Leon. And ſome brave thing, or let mine Ears be cut off. 
He's fincly wrought. Dem. Let's after him. 

» Leon. I pray, Sir; | 
But how this Rogue, when this Cloud's melted in him, 
And all diſcovcr'd | 

Dem. That's for an After-Mi:th; away, away, away, 

[Exeunt, 


SCENE VI. 


Euler Seleucus, Lyſimachus, Ptolomy, and Soldiers. | 


Sel. Let no Man fear to die: We love to ſleep all, 

And Death is but the ſounder Sleep ; all Ages, 

And all Hours call us; 'tis ſo common, ealy, 

That litile Children tread thoſe Paths before us; 

We are not ſick, nor our Souls preſt with Sorrows, 

Nor go we out with tedious Tales, forgotten ; 

High. high we come, and hearty to our Funerals, 

And as the Sun that ſets, in Blood let's fall. 
Lyfi.” This true, they have us faſt, we cannot ſcape em 

Nor keeps the brow of Fortune one Smile for us, 

Diſhonourable Ends we can ſcape though, 

And, worſe than thoſe Captivities, we can die, 

And dying nobly, though we leave behind us 

Theſe Clods of Fleſh, that are too maſſy Burthens, *' 

Our living Souls fly crown'd with living Conqueſts. 
Ptol.They have begun, fight bravely, and fall bravely; 

And may that Man that ſeeks to ſave his Life now 3 

By Price, or Promiſe, or by Fear falls from us, 

<A again be bleſt with name of Soldier. 

Enter à Soldier. 4 

Sel. How now? who charg'd firſt ? I ſeek a brave 

To ſet me off in Death. [Hand '' | 
Sol. We are not charg'd, Sir. . 

The Prince lics ſtill. P 
Sel. How comes this Larum up then? him, 4 
Sol. Thcre is one deſperate Fellow, with the Devil i in FT 

He never durſt do this elſe, has broke into us, 2 = | 
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tain. And here he bangs ye two or three before him, 

t off. MT here five or fix ; ventures upon whole Companies. 
Ptol. And is not ſeconded ? Sal. Not a Man follows. 
Sel. Not cut i' Pieces? 

im, Sol. Their Wonder has yet ſtaid em. 
Sel. Let's in, and fee this Miracle. 

Way, Ptol I admire it. Exeunt. 

"ant, Enter Leontius, and Gentlemen. Fairy 


Lon. Fetch him off, fetch him off; I am ſure he is 

Did I not tell you how -'twould take? 

1 Gent. Tis admirable. 

nter Lieutenant with Colours in his Hand, purſuing three 
or four Soldiers. [ Coxcombs, 

Lieu. Follow that Blow, my Friend, there's at your 

MW fight to ſave me from the Surgeon's Miſeries. 

XZ Leon. How the Knave curries 'em ? 

Lieu. You cannot, Rogues, 

Till you have my Diſca'es, fly my Fury, 

e Bead and Butter Rogues, do ye run from me? 

And my-lide would give me leave, I would ſo hunt ye, 

e Porridge-gutted Slaves, Veal-broth Boobies. 

Enter Demetrius. Phyficians and Gentlemen. 
Leon. Enough, enough, Lieutenant, thou haſt done 
Dem. Mirrour of Man. [bravely. 
Lieu. There's a Flag for ye, Sir, 
took it out o'th' Shop, and never paid for't, 

ll to 'em again, I am not come to th' text yet. 
Dem. No more my Soldier: B ſhrew my Heart he is 
Leon. Hang him, he'll ick all thoſe whole. [hurt ſore. 
1 Phy Now will we take him, and cuie him in a trice. 
Dien. Be careful of him. 
Lien. Let me live but two Years, 
nd do what ye will with me; 55 
ave never had but two Hours yet of Happineſs; 
nd Pray ye give me nothing to provoke my Valour, 
For I am ev'n as weary of this fighting. [Tent, 

2 Phy. Ye ſhall have nothing; come to the Prince's 
m., And there the Surgeons preſently ſh!l ſearch ye, 
in hen to your Reſt. Lie. A little handſome Litter 

ro lay me in, and Iſhall ſleep. Leon. Look to him. 
nd E Den. 
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He never knew his Strength yet; they are our on. 


Our ſelf will give the Signal: 
Now Herald, what's your Meſſage ? 


For half an Hour, no more Sir. Dem: Let em come on, 


Ve are deceiv'd, old Soldier. 


The Humorous Lieutenant. 
Dem. I do believe a Horſe begot this Fellow, 


Leon. I think ſo, I am cozen'd elſe ; I wou'd but ſee 
A way to fetch theſe off, and ſave their Honours. [now * 
Dem. Only their Lives, | 
Leon. Pray ye take no way of Peace now, [rul'd; 
Unleſs it be with infinite Advantage. Dem. I ſhall be 
Let the Battles now move forward, Y 


Enter Trumpet and Herald. 9 


Her. From my Maſters, 
This honoura le Courteſy, a Parley 


They have my princely Word. 
Enter Seleucus, Ly ſimachus, Ptolemy, Attendants, ane 
Soldiers. 6 | 
Her. They are here to attend ye. ? 
Dem. Now Princes, your Demands ? £ 
Sel. Peace, if it may be 


Without the too much tainture of our Honour: 4 
Peace, and we'll buy it too. 


Dem. At what Price? 

Ly. Tribute. 

Ptol. At all the Charge of this War. 

Leon. That will not do. 

Sel. Leontius, You and I have ſerv'd together, 
Ind run thro' many a Fortune with our Swords, 
Brothers in Wounds and Health; one Meat has fed us, 
One Tent a thouſand times from cold Night cover'd us; 
Our Loves have been but one; and had we died then, 
One Monument had held our Names, and Actions: 
Why do you ſet upon your Friends ſuch Prices ? 
And ſacrifice togiddy Chance ſuch Trophies? 
Have we forgot to die? orare our Virtues 
Leſs in Afflict ions conſtant, than out Fortunes? 


Leon. I know your Worths, 
And thus low bow in reverence to your Virtues: 
-Were theſe my Wars, or led my Pow'r in chief here, 
I knew then how to meet your Memories: 
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They are my King's Imploy ments; this Man fights now, 


To whom 1 owe all Duty, Faith and Service; 
This Man that fled before ye ; call back that, 


That bloody Day again, call that Diſgrace home, 


And then an eaſy Peace may ſheath our Swords up. 


I am not greedy of your Lives and Fortunes, 


Nor do I gape ungratefully to ſwallow ye. 
Honour, the Spur of all illuſtrious Natures, 
That made you famous Soldiers, and next Kings, 
And not ambitious Envy, ſtrikes me forward. 
Will ye unarm, and yield yourſelves his Priſoners ? 
Sel. We never knew what that Sound meant: No Gy yes- 
Shall ever bind this Body, but EmWaces ; 
Nor weight of Sorrow here, till Earth fall on me. 
Leon. Expect our Charge then. 
Ly/i. *Tis the nobler Courteſy : - 
And ſo we leave the Hand of Heaven to bleſs us. 
Dem, Stay, have you any Hope? 
Se/. We have none left us, 
But that one Comfort of our Deaths together; 
Give us but Room to fight. Leon. Win it and wear it. 
Ptol. Call from the Hills thoſe Companies hang o'er us, 
Like burſting Clouds; and then break in, and take us. 
Dem. Find ſuch a Soldier will forſake Advantage, 


And we'll draw off. To ſhew I dare be noble, 


And hang a Light ovt to you in this Darkneſs, 
The light of Peace; give up thoſe Cities, Forts, 
And all thoſe Frontier Countries to our uſes. 
Sel. Is this the Peace, Traitors to thoſe that feed us, 
Our Gods and People? Give our Countries from us? 
Ly. Begin the Knel!, it ſounds a great deal ſweeter. 
Ptol. Let looſ: your Servant, Death. 
Sel. Fall Fate upon us, | 
Our Memories ſhall never ſtink behind us. [Sir, 
Dem, Seleucus, great Seleucus. Sol. The Prince calls, 
Dem. Thou ſtock of Nobleneſs and Courteſy, 
Thou Father of the War — 
Leon, What means the Prince now ? 
Dem. Give me my Standard here. 
Ly. His Anger's melted. | 
E 2. Dem, 
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Dem. You Gentlemen that were his Priſoners, 
And felt the Bounty of that noble Nature, 
Lay all your Hands, and bear theſe Colours to him, 
The Standard of the Kingdom; take it, Soldier. 
Ptol. What will this mean ? - 
Dem. Thou haſt won it, bear it off, 
And draw thy Men home whilſt we wait upon thee. 
£el. You ſhall have all our Countries. 
Lyf. Ptol, All, by Heav'n, Sir. 
Dem, I will not have a Sone, a Buſh, a Bramble, 
No, in the way of Couiteſy, Ill ſtart ye: 
Draw off, and make a Lane thro? all the Army, 
That theſe that hae ſubdu'd us, may march thro? us. 


Sel. Sir, do not make me ſurfeit with ſuch Goodneſs, ® 


I'll bear your Standard for ye; follow ye. 
Dem. I ſwear it ſhall be ſo, march thro? me fairly, 
And thine be this Day's Honour, great Seleucus. 
Ptol. Mirrour cf noble Minds, 
Dem. N'y then ye hate me. 


Leon I cannot ſpeak now. [ Ex. with Drums and Shouts, 1 


Well, go thy Ways ; at a ſure piece of Bravery 


Thou art the beſt ;theſe Men are won by th'Necks now: 4 4 


I'll ſend a Poſt away. [Exeunt, 3 


— * 3 


ACT IV. SCENE. I. 


Enter Antigonus, and Menippus. 


Ant. O Aptneſs in her? 
Men. Not an immodeſt Motion, 
And yet when ſhe is courted, 
Makes as wild witty Anſwers. Ant. This more fires me, 
I muſt not have her thus. Men. We cannot alter her. 
Ant. Have ye put the Youth's upon her ? 
Men. All that know any thing, 
And have been ſtudied how to catch a Beauty, 
Puc like ſo many Whelps about an Elephant 


The Prince is coming home, Sir. Aut. I hear that too, 


Men. 


But that's no matter; am I alter'd well? 
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Men. Not to be known, I think, Sir. 
Ant. I muſt ſee her. 

Enter two Gentlemen, or Lords, 
1. Gent. I ofter'd all I had, all I could think of, 
I try'd her through all points o'th' Compaſs, I think. 
= 2 Gent. She ſtudies to undo the Court, to plant here 
The Enemy to our Age, Chaſtity; 
She is the firſt that e'er balk'd a cloſe Arbour, too, 
And the ſweet Contents within, She hates curl'd Heads 
And ſetting up of Beards ſhe ſwears is Idolatry. 
= 1 Gert, I never knew ſo fair a Face ſo froze ; 
Yet ſhe would make one think 

2 Gent. True by her Carriage, 

For ſhe's as wanton as a Kid to th' outſide, 
As full of Mocks and Taunts : kiſs'd her Hand too, 
Walkt with her half an Hour. 
1 Gent. She heard me ling, 
And ſung herſelf too, ſhe ſings admirably ; 
But ſtill when any Hope was, as 'tis her trick 
To miniſter encugh of thoſe, then preſently 

With {ome new flam or other, nothing to th' matter, 

„And ſuch a Frown, as would fink all before her, 
She takes her Chamber; come, we ſhall not be the laſt 
Fools. 
2 Gent. Not by a hundred, I hope; tis a ſtrange Wench, 
Ant. This ſcrews me up ſtill higher. | 
Enter Celia, and Ladies behind her. 

Men. Here ſhe comes, Sir. 

Ant. Then be you gone; and take the Women with ye. 
And lay thcſe Jewels in her way. Cel. If I ſtay longer 
I ſhall number as many Lovers as Lais did; 

How they flock after me? Upon my Conſcience, 

I have had a dozen Horſes giv'n me this Morning, 

I'll ev'n ſet up a Troop, and turn She-So dier 

A good diſcreet Wench now, thit were not hide-bound, 

Might raiſe a fine Eſtate here, and ſuddenly : 

For theſe warm things will give their Souls I can 
go no where 

Without a World of Off rings to my Excellence: 

I am a Queen, a Goddeſs, I know not what—— 

| E 3 h And 
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And no Conftellation in all Heav'n, but I out ſhine it; 

And they have found out now I have no Eyes 

Of mortal Lights, but certain Influences, 

Strange virtuous Lightnings, human Nature farts at, 

And I can kill my twenty in a Morning, 

With as much eaſe now 

Ha! What are theſe? new Projects? 4% 

Where are my honourable Ladies? Are you out too? H 

Nay then I muſt buy the Stock, ſend me good Carding: B. 

J hope the Prince's Hands be not in this Sport; ö 

I have nat ſ:en him yet, cannot hear from him, xr 

And that troubles me: All thee were Recreations H 

Had I but his ſweet Company to laugh with me: | 

What Fellow's that ? Another Apparition ? T 

This is the loving'ſt Age: I ſhould know that Face, 

Sure I have ſeen't before, not long ſince neither. = 

Ant. She ſees me now; O Heav'n, a moſt rare Crea- 3 
ture! A 

} 
E 
1 


; Ar 


— — 


Cel. Yes, tts the ſame : I will take no Notice of ye, 
But if I do not fit ye, let me fry for't; 1 


Is all this ceckling for your Egg? They are fair ones, 


Excellent ri h no doubt too; and may ſtumble 4 
A good ſtaid Mind, but I can go thus by 'em. "7 
My honeſt Friend; do you fet off theſe Jewels? = 
Axt. Set 'em off Lady ? | 
Cel. I mean ſell] 'em here, Sir. 
Ant.She's very quick; for Sale they are not meant ſure, 
Cel. For Sanctity I think much leſs: Good ev'n, Sir. 
Ant. Nay noble Lady ſtay : Tis you muſt wear 'em: 
Never look ſtrange, they are worthy your beſt Beauty. 
Cel. Did you ſpeak to me ? | 
Ant: To you or to none living: 
To you they are ſent, to you they are ſerific'd. 7 
045 Tu never look a Horſe i'th* Mouth that's givin: 
I thank ye, Sir : I'll ſend one to reward ye. "4 
Ant. Did you never aſk who ſent em? Cel. Never I: 
Nor never care; if it be an honeſt End, ih 
That End's the full Reward, and Thanks but ſlubber it; 
If it be ill, I will not urge the Acquaintance. 


Ant, 


e. 


vo 
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Ant. This has a Soul indeed: Pray let me tell ye 

Cel. I care not if ye do, ſo you do it handſomely, 
And not ſtand picking of your Words, 

Ant. The King ſent 'em. 

Cel. Away, away, thou art ſome fooliſh Fellow, ['em? 


And now I think thou haſt ſtole em too; the King ſent 


Alas good Man, would'ſt thou mike me believe 


He has nothing to do with things of theſe worths, 
: ZBut wantonly to fling 'em ? He's an old Man, 
A good old Man, they fay too: I dare ſwear 


l Full many a Year ago he left theſe Gambols : 


& Here, take your Trinkets. Ant. Sure I do not lye, Lady. 


Cel. I know thou ly'ſt extremely, damnably : 
Thou haſt a lying Face, Aut. I was never thus ratled. 
Cel. But fay I ſhou'd believe: Why are theſe ſent me? 


1 And why art thou the Meſſenger? Who art thou? 


» * 
1 
. 
2 
= 
1 
* . 
5 ö 
* 
1 
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Ant. Lady, look on them wiſely, and then confider - 
Who can ſend ſuch as theſe, but a King only ? 
And to what Beauty can they be Oblations, 
But only yours? For me that am the Carrier, 
"Tis only fit you know I am his Servant, 
And have fulfill d his Will. 
Cel. You are ſhort and pithy, 


What muſt my Beauty do for theſe ? 


Ant. Sweet Lady, 
You cannot be ſo hard of Underſtanding, 


| When a King's Favour ſhines upon ye glorioufly, 


And ſpeaks his Love in theſe 
Cel. O then, Love's the matter ; 
Sir reverence Love: Now I tegin to feel ye : 
And I ſhou'd be the King's Whore, a brave Title; 
And go as glorious as the Sun, O brave ſtill: 
The chief Commandreſs of his Concubines, , 
Hurricd from place to place to meet his Pleaſures. 
Ant. A deviliſh ſubtil Wench, but a rare Spirit. 
Cel. And when the good old Spunge had ſuckt my 
Youth dry, 
And left ſome of his Royal Ach's in my Bones: 
When time ſhall tell me I have plough'd my Life up, 
And caſt long Furrows in my Face to fink me, 4 
; M7. 
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Ant. You muſt not think ſo, Lady. 
Ce, Then can theſe, Sir, 


Thele precious things, the price of Youth and Beauty, 


This Shop here of Sin-offertngs, ſet me off again? 
Can it reitore me Challe, Young, Innocent? 
Purge me to what I was? add io my Memory 

An honeſt and a noble Fame? The King's Device 
'The Sin's as univerſal as the Sun is, 


And lights an everlaſting Torch to ſhame me. [Favour, 


Ant. Do you hold ſo ſlight account of a great King's 


That all Knecs bow to purchale ? 


Cel. Prithee Peace: [thee 
If thou knew'ſt how ill favour'dly thy Tale becomes 


And what ill Root it takes 
Ant. You well be wiſer, [into, 
Cel. Cou'd the King find no Shape to ſhift his Pander 

But reverend Age? And one ſo like himſelf too? 

Ant. She has found me out. 
Ce/. Cozen the World with Gravity, 

Prithee ref6)ve me one thing, do's the King love thee ? 
Ant. I think he do's. Cel. it ſeems {o by thy Office: 

He loves thy uſe, and when that's ended hates thee. 

Thou ſcemeſt to me a Soldier. Ant. Yes, I am one. 
Cel. And haſt fought for thy Country? 

Ant, Many a time, [Lady. 


Cel. May be, commanded too? Axt. I bave done, | 


Cel. O wietehed Man, below the ſtate of Pity ! 
Canſt thou forget thou wert begot in Honour? 
A free Companion for a King ? A Soldier? 
Whoſe Nobleneſs dare feel no want, but Enemies ? 
Canſt thou forget this, and decline ſo wretchedly, 
To eat the Bread of Bawdry, of baſe Bawdry? 
Feed on the Scum of Sin, Fling thy Sword from thee 
Diſhonour to the noble Name that nurs'd thee ; 
Go, beg Diſeaſes : Let them be thy Armours, . 
Thy Fights, the Flames of Luſt, and their foul Iſſues. 
Ant. Why then I am a King, and mine own Spcaker, 
Cel. And Jas free as you, mine own Diſpoſer: 
There take your Jewels, let them give them 3 i 
d 
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hat have dark Lives and Souls ; wear 'em yourſelf, Sir, 
ou'll ſeem a Devil elſe. 

Ant. I command ye ſtay. 

Cel. Be juſt, I am commanded, 

Ant. Iwill not wrong ye. 

Cel. Then thus low falls my Duty. 

Ant. Can ye love me? 

Say ay, and all I have 

Ce I cannot love ye; 

ithout the Breach of Faith I cannot hear ye; 

e hang upon my Love, like Froſts on Lillies : 

&1 can die but I cannot love: You are anſwer'd. [ Exit. 
Ant. I muſt find apter Means, I love her truly. [ Exit. 


SCENE II. 


Enter Demetrius, Leontius, Lieutenant, Gentlemen, 
q Soldiers, and Hoſt. 


ty, A 


Den. Hither do you ſay ſhe is come ? 
Ef. Yes, Sir, I am ſure on't: 
For whilſt I waited upon ye, putting my Wife in truſt, 
I know not by what means, but the King found her, 
And hither ſhe was brought; how, or to what end 
Den. My Father found her? 
_ Het. So my Wife informs me. 
>, Den. Leontius, pray draw off the Soldiers, 
I wou'd a while be private. 
3 Leon. Fall off, Gentlemen, the Prince would be alone. 
4 [Ex. Leon. and Sol. 
3 Dem. Is he ſo cunning ? 
There is ſome Trick in this, and ye muſt know it, 
And be an Agent too: which if it prove ſo 
> = Hoft. Pull me to pieces, Sir. 
4 Dem. My Father found her ? 
My Father brought her hither ? Went ſhe willingly? 
=_ Hot. My Wife ſays, full of doubts. 
Dem. I cannot blame her, 

No more: There's no truſt, no faith in Mankind. 
Enter Antigonus, Menippus, Leontius, and Soldiers. 
Ant, Keep her up cloſe, he muſt not come to nes) oh 

Ou 
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' You are welcome nobly now, welcome h me Gentlemen; 
You have done a courteous ſervice on the Enemy, 
Has tyed his Faith for ever ; you ſhall find it ; 

Ye are not now in his Debt, Son. Still your fad Looks? 


Leontius, what's the matter? g Th 
Leon. Truth, Sir, I know not. N It 

We have been merry ſince we went. | BY: 
Lieu. I feel it. | Mony? 
Ant. Come, what's the matter now? Do you want T] 

Sure he has heard o'th' Wench. [ Grace, | 


Dem. ls that a want, Sir? I would fain ſpeak to your 
Ant. You may do freely. 
Dem. And not deſerve your Anger? 8. 
Ant. That you may too. (Priſoner, 0 
Dem. There was a Gentlewoman, and ſometimes my. 
Which I thought well of, Sir: Your Grace conceives me. |? 
Ant. I do indeed, and with much Grief conceive ye ; | 1 
With fall as much Grief as your Mother bare you. = 4 
There was ſuch a Woman: Wou'd I might as well ſay, | / 
] 
] 


There was noſuch, Demetrius. 

Dem. She was virtuous, 

And therefore not unfit my Youth to love her : 

She was as fair 
Ant. Her Beauty I'll proclaim too, 

To be as rich as ever reign'd in Woman, 

But how ſhe made that good, the-Devil knows. 

Dem. She was —— O Heaven! 

Ant. The Hell to all thy Glories, 1 
Swallow'd thy Youth, made ſhipwrack of thine Honour: 
She was a Devil. 

Dem. Ye are my Father, Sir. 

Ant. And ſince ye take a p:ide to ſhew your Follies 
I'll muſter 'em, and all the World ſhall view 'em. | 

Leon. What heat is this! The King's Eyes ſpeak his, 

Anger. low ſnip Þ 

Ant. Thou haſt abus'd thy Youth, drawn to thy Fel- 
| Inſtead of Arts and Arms, a Woman's Kiſſes, | 
The Subtilties, and ſoft Heats of a Harlot. 

Dem, Good Sir, miſtake her not. 

Ant. A Witch, a Sorcereſs, 
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1 tell thee but the Truth; and hear, Demetrius, 


wich has ſo dealt upon thy Blood with Charms, 
Dev'liſh and dark; ſo lock'd up all thy Virtues; Crious 
So yur thee back from what thou (prung'ſ from, Glo. 


em. O Heaven, that any Tongue but his durſt ſay this? 


l That any Heart durſt harbour it! Dread Father, 
Ef for the Innocent the Gods allow us 


To bend our Knees 
Ant. Away, thou art bewitch'd till ; 


Though ſhe be dead, her Pow'r ſtill lives upon thee. 


Dem. Dead? O ſacred Sir: Dead, did you ſay? 
Ant. She is dead, Fool. 


Dem. It is not poſſible: Be not ſo angry, 


| Say ſhe is faln under your ſad Diſpleaſure, 


Or any thing but dead; ſay ſhe is baniſh'd, 
Invent a Crime, and ILIl believe it, Sir. 
Ant. Dead by the Law : We found her Hell, and her, 
I mean her Charms and Spells, for which ſhe periſh'd ; 
And ſhe confeſt ſhe drew thee to thy Ruin, 
And purpos d it, purpos'd my Empire's Overthrow. 
Dem. But is ſhe dead ? Was there no pity, Sir ? 


I her Youth err'd, was there no Mercy ſhewn her? 


Did ye look on her Face, when ye condemn'd her ? 
Ant. I look'd into her Heart, and there ſhe was hideous; 
Dem. Can ſhe be dead? Can Virtue fall untimely ? 
Art. She is dead, deſervingly ſhe died. 
Dem. I have done then. 
O matchleſs Sweetneſs whither art thou vaniſh'd ? 
O thou fair Soul of all thy Sex, what Paradiſe 
Haſt thou enrich'd and bleſt? I am your Son, Sir, 
And to all you ſhall command ſtand moſt obedicnt, 
Only a little time I mult intreat you 
To ſtudy to forget ber; 'twill not be long, Sir, 
Nor I long at'er it. Art thou dead, Celia? [lenee, 
Dead, my poor Wench ? My Joy, pluckt green with Via- 
O fair ſweet Flower, farewel; Come, thou deſtroyer 
Sorrow. thou melter of the Soul dwell with me; 
Dwell with me ſolitary Thoughts, Tears, Cryings, 
Nothing that loves the Day love me, or (eek me, 
And Love, I charge thee, never charge mine Eyes 5 
or 
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Nor ne'er betray Beauty to my Curſes : V 
For I ſhall curſe all now, hate all, forſwear all, þ 


And all the brood of fruitful Nature vex at, N 
For ſhe is gone that was all, and I nothing —— E 

| [Ex. & Gent. | 

Ant. This Opinion muſt be maintain'd, * 
Mem. It ſhall be, Sir. 4 

Ant. Let him go; I can at mine own Pleaſure 

Draw him to th' right again. Wait your Inſtrutions, PF 

And ſee the Soldier paid, Leontius : KF 7 

Once more ye are welcome home all. 1 

7 

I 

1 


* 
11 


All. Health to your Majeſty. [Exit Antig. Sc. 

Leon. Thou went'ſt along the Journey, how can'ſt 
thou tell? 

Hot. I did, but I am ſure *tis ſo: Had I ſtaid behind, 

I think this had not prov'd. j 
Leon. A Weach the Reaſon ? I | 
Lieu. Viho's that talks of Wench there ? = - 
Leon. All this Diſcontent about a Wench ? N 
Lieu. Where is this Wench, good Colonel ? = 
Leon. Prithee hold thy Peace: Whocalls thee to Council! 
Lieu. Why. if there be a Wench — 

Leon. "Tis fit thou know her. 

That T'l] ſay for thee, and as fit thou art for her, 

Let her be mew'd or ſtopt. How is it, Gentlemen? 

| Enter two Gentlemen, 
1Gent, He's wondrous diſcontent, he'll ſpeak to noMan. 
2 Gent. H'as taken his Chamber cloſe, aumits no En- | 

Tears in his Eyes, and cryings out. [trance ; 
Hot. "Tis ſo, Sir, | 

And now 1 wiſh my ſelf half hang'd ere I went this 
Leon. What is this Woman? Lieu. Ay, [ Journey. 
Hot. I cannot tell ye. but handſome as Heav'n. 

Lieu. She is not ſo high, I hope, Sir. 
Leon. Where is ſhe ? 

Lieu. Av, that would be known. 

Leon. Why, Sirrah. | 

H.. I cannot ſhow ye neither; 

The King has now diſpos'd of her. 
Leon. There lies the Matter: 


n 
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Will he admit none to come to comfort him? 
'1Gent, Not any near, nor, let em knock their Hearts out, 
Will never ſpeak. 158 
Lieu. Tis the beſt way if he have her; [Paſtime; 
For look you, a Man would be loth to be diſturb'd in's 
'T'is every good Man's caſe. | 
Leon. "Tis all thy living. 
We muſt not ſuffer this, we dare not ſuffer it : 
For when theſe tender Souls meet deep Afflictions 
They are not ſtrong enough to ſtruggle with em, 
But drop away as Snow does from a Mountain, 
And in the Torrent of their own Sighs fink themſelves : 
I will and muſt ſpeak to him. 
Lieu. So muſt I too : 
He promis'd me a Charge. 
Leon. Of what? of Children ? 
Upon my Conicience, thou haſt a double Company, 
And all of thine own begetting already. 
Lieu. That's all one, TAP 
I'll raiſe em to a Regiment; and then command 'em, 
When they turn diſob dient, unbeget em: 
Knock em o'th' Head, and put in ne WF. 
Leon. A rare way; 
But for all this, thou art not valiant enough 
To dare to ſee the Prince now? | 
Lieu. Do you think he's angry? 
1 Gent. Extremely vex'd. | 
2 Gent. To the endang'ring of any Man comes near him, 
1 Gent. Vet, if thou couldit but win him out, 
Whate er thy Suit w:re. believe it granted preſently, 
Leon. Yet you muſt think though, 
That in the doing he may break upon ye, 
And -——— Lrea. If he do not kill me. 
Leon. There's the Queſtion. | 
Lieu. For half a dozen hurts. 
Leon. Art thou ſo valiant ? 
Lieu. Nat abſolutely ſo neither: No it cannot be, 
I want my Impoltu es, and my things about me, 
Yet I'll mak.. danger, Colonel, 
Leon. Twill be rare pore, 


* 
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Howe'er it take; give me thy Hand; if hou doſt this, 
T'!1 raiſe thee up a horſe Troop, take my word for't. 577 
Lien. What may be done by human Man. 6 
Leon. Let's go then. : 
Gent. Away before he cool: He will relapſeelſe.[Ex, 


SCENE III. 
Enter Antigonus, Menippus, and Leucippe. | 
Ant. Will ſhe not yield? 17 4 


Lieu. For all we can urge to her; - War 
I ſwore you wou'd marry her, ſhe laught extremely, 5 
And then ſhe rail'd like Thunder. vs _ 7 
Ant. Call in the Magician 7 
I muſt, and will obtain her, I am aſhes elſe. 


Enter Magician with a Bowl. ] 


Are all the Philters in ? Charms, Powders, Roots ? 
Mag. They are all in; and now I only ſtay 


The Invocation of ſome helping Spirits. 0 
Ant. To your work then, and diſpatch. a I 
Mag. Sit ſtill, and fear not, 7 


Leu. I ſhall ne er endure theſe Sights, 

Ant. Away with the Woman: go wait without. 
Leu. When the Devil's gone, pray call me. [Exit, 
Ant. Beſure ye wake it pow'rſul enough. | 
Mag. Pray doubt not [He conjures. | 


A SONG 


Riſe from the Shades below, 

All you that prove 
"The helps of looſer Love; 

Riſe and beſtow | 

Upon this Cup, whatever may compel, 
By powerful Charm, and unreſiſted Spell; 
A Heart untoarm'd to melt in Loves Defires 
-D/till into this Liquor all your Fires, 


b— =o — 


Heats, 
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Hats, Longings, Tears; | 
But keep back frozen Fears; 


bat ſbe may know, that bas all Pow'r defied, 
Arti Poor that will not be denied. 


The ANS WE R. 


Obey, I Obey, 

ind am come to view the Day 

Brought along, all may compel, 

All the Earth has, and our Hell: 

eres a little, little Flower, 

bis will make her ſweat an Hour, 

ben unto ſuch Flames ariſe, 

RA thouſand Joys will not ſuffice :' 

ere's the Powder of the Moon, 

ith which ſhe caught Endymion : 

be powerful Tears that Venus try'd, 

ben the Boy Adonis dy'd. | 

ere's Medea's Charm, with which 

aſon's Heart ſhe did betoiteb; 

Omphale 75¹ Spell put in, 

When ſhe made the Libyan Spin, 

This dull Root pluckt from Lethe Flood!” 

Purges all pure Thoughts, and go. 
peſe F flir thus, round, round, round, 

Whilft our ligbt Feet beat the Ground. 


Mag. Now Sir, *tis full, and whoſoever drinks this 
Shall violently doat upon your Perſon, 
And never ſleep nor eat unſatisfied : 
So many hours *twill work, and work with Violence: 
And thoſe expir'd, tis done. You have my Art, Sir. 


Enter Leucippe. 


. At. See him rewarded liberally- Leu cippe, 
Here, take this Bowl, and when ſhe calls for Wine next, 
Beſure you give her this, and fee her drink it; 

Delay no time when ſhe calls next. 
| F F- Len. 
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Leu. I ſhall, Sir. 
Ant. Let none elſe touch it on your Life. 
Leu. I am charg'd, Sir. 


Art. Now if ſhe have an Antidote Art let her ſcape me. 
[Exeunt, © 


Enter Leontius, Lieutenant, and Gentlemen. 


Leon. Here's no Man waits, 

1 Gent. H'as given a charge that none ſhall, 
Nor none ſhall come within the hearing of him: 
Dare ye go forward ? | 

Lien. 25 me put on my Skull firſt. 
My Head's almoſt beaten into the Pulp of an Apple. 
Are there no Guns i'th* Door ? 

Leon. The Rogue will do it. 
And yet I know he has no Stomach to't. 


Lieu. What Loop-holes are there when I knock forStones, | 


For thoſe may pepper me ; I can perceive none. 

Leon. How he views the Fortification. 

Lieu. Farewel, Gentlemen, 
If I be kill d—— | | 

Leon. We'll ſee thee buried bravely. 

_ 3 how ſhould I know that then? T'll knock 

oftly. 

Pray Hs he youk in a low Voice now to comfort me: 
J feel I have no Heart te't ;— Is' t well, Gentlemen? 
Colonel, my Troop —— 

Leon. A little louder. 

Liea. Stay, Stay, 
Here's a Window, I will ſee, ſtand wide. 
By—— he's charging a Gun. 

Leon. There's no ſuch matter, 
There's no Body in the Room. 

Lien. O 'twas a Fire-ſhovel: | 
Now I'Il knock louder; if he ſay who's there! 
As ſure he has ſo much manners then will I anſwer him 
So-finely and demurely, My Troop, Colonel [ Knocks 
1Gent. Knock louder, Fool, he hears not. Vonder. 
Lieu. You Fool, do you, 


Po 


[any thing. N 
1 Gent. There's the Door, Lieutenant, if you dare do 


Dc 
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Do and you dare now. 
1 Gent. | do not undertake it. 
Lieu. Then hold yaur Peace and meddle with your 
own matters. 
Leon. Now he will knock. [ Knocks louder, 
Lieu. Sir, Sit, wil't pleaſe you hear, Sir? 
Your Grace. I'll look again, what's that? 
Leon. He's there now. | 
Lord how he ſtares! I ne'er ſaw him yet thus alter'd : 


hr Stand now, and take the Troop. 


Lieu. Wou'd I were in't, 


And a good Horſe under me. I muſt knock again, 
The Devil's at my Finget's ends: He comes now. 


Now, Colonel if I live 
Leon, The Troops thine own, Boy 


Enter Demetrius with a Piſtol. 


Dem. What deſperate Fool, ambitious of his Ruin! 
Lieu. Your Father wou'd deſire ye, Sir, to Come to 
Dem. Thou art no more. [Dinner. 
Lieu. Now, now, now, now. 

Dem. Poor Coxcomb : Why do J aim at thee? ¶ Exil. 
Leon His Fear has kill'd him. 


Enter Leucippe, with a Bowl. 8 
| him, 
2 Gent. I proteſt he's almoſt ſtiff : Bend him wh rub. 
Hold his Noſe cloſe, you, if you be a Woman, 
Help us a little: Here's a Man near periſh'd. 
Leu. Alas, alas, I have nothing here about me. 
Look to my Bowl ; I'll run in preſently | 
And fe ch ſome Water: Bend him and ſet him upwards, 


3 EB A [Exit, 
Leon. A goodly Man | 
Here's a brave Heart: He's warm again: You ſhall not 
Leave ys i'th urch To, Sirrah, 
2 Gent. Now he breathes too. | 
Leon. If we had but any Drink to raiſe his Spirits, 


What's that 1'th' Bow) ? upon my Life, good — 
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S e wou'd not own it elſe. 
1 Gent, He ſees, 
Lean. Look up, Boy. | | 

And take this Cup, and drink it off; I'll pledge thee. Wi 


Guide it o his Mouth. he ſwallows heartily. 2 Sot 
2 Gent Oh! Fear and Sorrow's dry ; tis off —— 80 
Leon. Stand up, Man. = 
Liev. Am I not ſhot ? Ar 
Leon Away with him, and chear him: Ai 

Thou haſt won thy Troop. 3 A 
Lieu. T think I won it bravely. i 
Leon. Go I muſt ſee the Prince, he muſt not live thus: 

And let me hear an hour hence from ye. 181 

Well, Sir [ Exeunt Gent. and Lieu. V 

HH 

Enter Leucippe with Water. - 

Leu. Here, here : Where's the fick Gentleman ? S 

Leon. He's up and gone, Lady. I 

Leu. Alas, that I came ſo late. P 

Leon. He muſt ſtill thank ye; 1 

Ye le{t that in a Cup here did him comfort. 

Leu. That in the Bowl ? 7 1 

Leon. Yes truly, very much Comfort, E-7 

He drank it off, and after it ſpoke luſtily. | 
Leu. Did ke drink it all? g 
Leon. All off. 
Leu. The Devil choak him; , f 


I am undone : H'as twenty Devils in him; 
Undone for ever, left he none ? 
Leon. I th nk not. | 
Leu No, not a drop: What ſhall become of me now? 
Had 8 no Where elſe to ſwoon? a vengeance ſwoon 
. * 
Undone, undone, undone: Stay, I can lye yet 
And ſwear too at a pinch, that's all my Comfort. 
Look to him; I fay look te him, and but mark what. 
follows, babe 962-56; I TOC. 
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Enter Demetrius. | 
Leon. W at the Devil ails the Woman? here comes the 
Prince again, 
With ſuch a ſadneſs on his Face, as Sorrow, 
Sorrow herſelf but poorly imitates. 
Sorrow of Sorrows on that Heart that caus'd it. 
Den. Why might ſhe not be falſe and treachirous to me? 
And found ſo by my Father ? ſhe was a Woman, 
And many a one of that Sex, young and fair, 
As full of Faith as ſhe, have fal'n, and foully. 
Leon. It is a Wench! O that I knew the circumſtance: 
8 | Dem. Why might not, to preſerve me from this Ruin, 
3 She having loſt her Honour and abuſed me, 
My Father change the Forms o'th Coins, and execute 
His Anger on a Fault ſhe ne'er committed, 
Only to keep me ſafe? Why ſhould I think ſo? 
She never was to me, but all Obedience, 
Sweetneſs and Love. Leon. How heartily he weeps now? 
I have not wept theſe thirty Years, and upward, 
But now, if I ſhould be hang'd, I cannot hold from't: 
It grieves me to the Heart. 
Dem. Who's that that mocks me ? 
Leon. A plague of him that mocks ye: I grieve truly, 
Truly, and heartily to ſee you thus, Sir: 
And if it lay in my Power, Gods are my Witneſs, 
Whoe'er he be tha t took your ſweet Peace from you; 
] am not ſo old yet, nor want a Spirit 
Dem. No more of that, no more Leontius, 
Revenges are the Gods: Our Part is Suff'rance: 
Farewel, I ſha'l not ſee thee long. - 
Leon. Good Sir. fell me the Cauſe, I know there is a 
* Woman in't ; e 
Do you hold me faithful? Dare you truſt your Soldier? 
Sweet Prince, the cauſe? Dem. r muſt not dareto tell it, 
And as thou art an honeſt Man, enquire not. 
Leen. Will ye be metry then? 
Dem. I am wondrous merry. 75 ä 
Leon. Tis wondrous well: you think now this be- 
comes ye. | | 15 
Shame on't, it does not, Sir, it ſhews not handſomly; 
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If I were thus, you wou'd ſwear I were an Aſs ſtraight 
A* wooden Aſs ; whine for a Wench: 

Dem. Pr'y thee leave me. | 

Leon, I will not leave ye for a Tit. Dem. Leontiui! 

Leon, For that you may have any where for ſix Pence, 
And a dear penny worth to. 

Dem. Nay, then you are troubleſome. 

Leon. Not half fo troubleſome as you are to yourſelf, 

Sir; | 

Was that brave Heart made to pant for a Placket : 


{id now i'th*Dog-days too, when 17 dare love! 
Er 


'Thit noble Mind to melt away and moulder” 
For a hey nonty, nonny ! Wou'd I had a Glaſs here, 
To ſhew ye what a pretty Toy ye are turn'd to. 

Den. My wretched Fortune 

Leon. Will ye but let me know her? 


he PORTS ples 2s 
Sc 9 1 1 


I'll once turn Bawd : Go to, they are good Mens Offices, 


And not ſo contemptible as we take em for: 
And if ſhe'be above Ground, anda Woman; 
T aſk no more; I'll bring her o' my Back, Sir, 
By this Hand I will, and I had-as lief bring the Devil, 
I care not who ſhe be, nor where 1 have her; 
And in your Arms, or the next Bed deliver her, 
Which you think fitteſt, when you have danc'd your 
_ Galliard. | | | 
Dem. Abay, and fool to them are ſo affected. 
O thou art gone, and all my Comfort with thee x 
Wik thou do one thing for me? 
Leon. All things th" World, Sir, | 
Of all dangers. Dem. Swear. Leon. I will. 
Dem. Come near me no more then. Leon, How ? 
Dem. Come no more near me ; 
Thou art a Plague-ſore to me. 
Leon. Give you good Wu, Sir? 
If you be ſuffer'd thus, we ſhall have fine ſport. 
I will be ſorry yet. | : 
- 43} Enter two Gentlemen. 
1 Gent. How now, how does he? 


Leon. Nay, if I gell ye, hang me, or any Man elſe, 
That hath his nineteen Wits ; he has the Bots, I _ . 
e 


* 


The Humorous Lieutenant, 69 


He groans, and roars, and kicks. 
2 Gent. Will he ſpe.k yet? Leon. Not willingly : 
Shortly he will not ſee a Man; if ever . 
I look*d upon a Prince ſo T N 
So jugg!'d into I know not what, ſhame take me; 
This 'tis to be in love. 1 Gent. Is that the cauſe on't ? 
Leon. What is it not the cauſe of but Bear-baitings? 
And yet it ſtinks much like it : Out upon't ; 
What Giants, and what Dwarfs, what Owls and Apes, 
What Dogs, and Cats it makes? Men that are poſſeſt 
| with it, g | 
Live as if they had a Legion of Devils in em, 
And every Devil of a ſeveral Nature; 
Nothing but hey-paſs, re paſs: Where's the Lieutenant? 
Has he gather'd up the end on's Wits again ? 
1 Gent, He is alive: But you that talk of Wonders, 
| Shew me but ſuch a Wonder as he is now. 
| Leen. Why ? he was ever at the worſt a Wonder. 
2 Gent. He is now moſt wonderful; a Blazer now, Sir. 
Leon. What ails the Fool? And what Star reigns now, 
Gentlemen, 
We have ſuch Prodigies? _ | 
2 Gent. Twill poſe your Heav'n Hunters; 
He talks now of the King, no other Language, 
And with the King as he imagines, hourly. 
Courts the King, drinks to the King, dies for the King, 
Buys all the Pictures of the King, wears the King's Co- 
lours. | 
Leon. Does he not lie i'th* Xing Street too? | 
1 Gent, He's going thither. 
Makes Prayers for the King in ſundry Languages, 
Turns all his Proclamations into Metre : 
Is really in love with the King, molt dotingly, 
And ſwears Adonis was a Devil to him: | 
A ſweet King, a moſt comely King, aud ſuch a King 
2 mw Then down on's Marrow-bones; O excellent 
ing 
Thus he begins, Thou Light, and Life of Creatures, 
Angel ey'd King, vouchſafe at length thy favour 3 - 
And ſo proceeds to Inciſion: What think ye of this ſor- 
row: 1 Gert, 


A 
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1 Gent: Will a tamiliarly kits the King's Hurſes 

As they paſs by him: Ready to raviſh his Footmen. 
Leon. Why, this is above Ele? But how comes this? 
1 Gent Nay that's to underſtand yet. 

But thus it is, and this part but the pooreſt, 


Twould make a Man lip over the Moon to ſee him act 
theſe. . 


2 Gent. With Sighs as though his Heart wou'd break: 


Cry like a breech'd Boy, not eat a Bit, 
Leon. I muſt go ſee him preſently, 
Far this is ſuch a Gig, for certain, Gentlemen, 
The Fiend rides on a Piddle-ſtick. 
2 Gent. I think ſo. DL 
* guide me to him for half an Hour? I am 


is 
To ſee the Miracle. 8 
3 Gent, We ſure ſhall ſtart him. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE V. 
Enter Antigonus and Leucippe. 


Ant. Are you ſure ſhe drank it? 

Leu. Now muſtT lye moſt 'confident]y, 
Yes Sir, ſhe has drunk it off. 

Ant. How works it with her. 

Leu. I ſee no Alteration yet. 

Ant. T here will be, 
For he is the greateſt Artiſt living made it. 
Where is ſhe now ? 

Leu. She is ready to walk out Sir, 

Ant. Stark mad, I know ſhe will be. 

Leu* Sol hope, Sir. 

Ant. She knows not of the Prince? 

Leu. Of no Man living Sk 

Ant.How do I look? How do my Cloaths become me? 
I am not very grey. 


Leu. A very Youth, Sir. 


Upon 
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Upon my M..idenhead, as ſmug as April: 

Heav'n bleſ that ſweet Face, will undo a thouſand; 
Many a ſoft Heart muſt ſob yet, ere that wither, 
Your Grace can give Content enough. 


£ nter Celia toith a Book. 


ö Ant. I think ſo. Lea. Here ſhe comes, Sir. 
b Ant. How ſhall I keep her off me ? 
Go and perfume the Room: Make all things ready. 
R | ä | Exit Leu. 
Cel. No hope yet of the Prince! no Comfort of him! 
They bw, me mew'd up here, as they mew up mad 
olks, 
No Company but my Afflictions. 
This royal Devil again! ſtrange how he haunts me!] 
How like a poiſon'd Potion his Eyes affright me! 
Has made himſelf handſome too. 
Ant. Do you look now, Lady, you will leap anon, 
Cel. Cur''d and perfum'd ? I ſmell him: 
He looks on's Legs too, ſure he will cut a Caper : 
= God-a-mercy, dear December. 
Ant. Oh do you ſmile now ; 
knew it would work with you; come hither pretty one; 
Cel. Sir. 
Ant. I like thoſe Court-:fies well; come hither and 
kiſs me. 
Cel. I am a reading, Sir, of a ſhort Treatiſe here, 
That's call'd the Vanity of Luſt: Has your Grace ſeen it? 
He ſays here, that an old Man's looſe Deſire 
Is like the Glow-worm's light, the Apesſo wonder'd at: 
Which when they gather'd Sticks, ard laid upon't, 
And bew, and blew, turn'd tail, and wentout preſently, 
And in another place he calls their Loves, 
Faint ſnells of dying Flow'rs, carry no Comforts ; 
They're doting, ſt nking Fugs, ſo thick and muddy, 
Reaſon with all its Beams cannot break through em. 
Ant. How's this? Is this the Potion ? You but fool ſtills 
I know you love me. cn 
e.. 
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Cel. As you are juſt and honeſt ; 
J know I love and honour you : Admire you. 
Ant. This makes agu inſt me, fearfully againſt me, 
Cel. But as you bring your Pow'r to perſecute me, 
Your Traps to catch mine Innocence, to rob me, 
As you lay out your Luſts to overwhelm me, 
Hell never hated Good, as I hate you, Sir; 
And I dare tell it to your Face. What Glory, 
Now after all your Conqueſts got, your Titles, 
The ever living Memories rais'd to you, 
Can my Defeat be? My poor wrack, what Triumph 
And when you crown your ſwelling Cups to Fortune, | 
What honourable Tongue can ſing my Story ? 
Be as your Emblem is, a glorious Lamp 
Set on the Top.of all, to light all perfectly: 
Be as your Office is, a god-like Juſtice, 
Into all ſhedding equally your Virtues. 


Aas. She has drencht me now now I admire ber 


| Goodneſs ; 

So young, ſo nobly ſtrong, I never taſted. 

Can nothing in the pow'r of Kings perſuade ye ? 
Cel. No. nor that Pow'r command me. 
Ant. Say I ſhould force ye ? 

I have it in my Will. 
Cel. Your Will's a poor one ? 

And though it be a King's Will, a aeſpis' one, 


Weaker than Infant's Legs, yourWill s in ſwadling Clouts, 


A thouſand ways my Will has found to check ye ; 

A thouſand Doors to ſcape ye, I dare die, Sir ; 

As ſuddenly I dare die, as you can offer : 

Nay, ſay you had your will, ſay you had raviſh'd me, 

Perform'd your Luft, what had you pu:chas'd by it? 

What Honour won ? Do 79 know who dwells dom 
Sir, 

And what they have prepar'd for men turn'd Devils? 


Did you never hear their Thunder? Start am! tremble 


| Death fitting on your Flood, when their Fires viſit us. 
Will e Wing you then do you think? Sit herd 
ere, 


And 
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And like a Snail curl round about your Conſcience, 
Biting and ſtinging : Will you not roar too late then ? 
Then when you ſhake in horrour of this Villany, 
Then will I riſe a Star in Heav'n, and ſcorn ye. 
Ant. . how I hate thee now! And love this Sweet< 
neſs ? | 
Will you be my Queen? Can that price purchaſe ye? 
Cel. Not all the World, I ama Queen already, 
Crown'd by his Love, I muſt not loie for Fortune; 
I can give none away, {ell none away, Sir, 
Can lend no Love, am not mine own Exchequer 
For in another's Heart my Hope and Peace lics. 
Ant. Your fair Hands, Lady? For yet I am not pure 
enough 
To touch theſe Lips. In that ſweet Peace ye ſpoke of 
Live now for ever, and I to ſerve your Virtues 
Cel. Why now you ſhow a God! now I kneet to ye; 
This Sacrifice of Virgins Joy ſend to ye, 
Thus 1 hold up my H:nds to Heav'n that touch'd ye, 
And pray eternal Beſn gs dwell about ye. 
Ant. Virtue commands the Stars : Riſe more than 
Virtue; 
Your preſent Comfort ſhall be now my buſineſs. 
Cel. All my obedient Service wait upon ye. 
_ [Exeunt ſeverally. 


SCENE VI. 


Enter Leontius, Gentlemen, and Lieutenant. 


Leon. Haſt thou clean forgot the Wars? 

Lieu. Pr'ythee hold thy Peace. 

1 Gent. His Mind's much elevated now. 

Leon It ſeems ſo. Sirrah. ; 

Lieu. I am ſo troubled with this Fellow. 

Leon. He will call me Rogue anon. 

1 Gent. Tis ten to one elle. | 


Lieu. O King that thou knew'ſt I lov'd thee, how I 
lov'd thee. 
G And 
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And where, O King, I barrel up thy Beauty. 
Leon. He cannot leave his Sutlers Trade, he woos in't. 
Lier. O never, King, 

Leon. By this Hand, when I conſider —— 
Lier. My honeſt Friend, you are a little ſaucy. 
. 1 Gent. I told you you wou'd have it. 
ien. 
Leon. 
Lieu. 
Leon. 
Lieu. 
Leon. 
Lieu. 
Leon. 
Lien. 
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When mine own Worth 
Is flung into the ballance, and found nothing. 
And yet a Soldier. 

And yet a ſaucy one. 

One that has follow'd thee. 

Fair and far off. 


' Fought for thy Grace. 


*T was for ſome Grief, you lie, Sir. 


He's the Son of a 'W hore denies this: Will that 
ſatisfie ye ? 
Leon. 
Lieu. 
How miſerable a ag ſvever, yet a thing {till ; 
And though a thing o 
Leon. Here's a new thing. 
2 Gent. He's in a deep dump now. 
Leon. Vil fetch him out on't. When's the King's Birth- 


Yes, very well. 
Shall then that thing that honours'thee ? 


nothing, thy thing ever. 


day? 
Lieu. When e er it be, that Day Tl die with Ringing. 
And there's the Reſolution of a Lover. [Exit 


Leon. A goodly Reſolution, ſure I take it. 

He is bewitch'd, or mop'd, or his Brains melted ; 
Could he find no Body to fall in love with, but the King, 

'The good old King to doat upon him too ? | 
Stay, now I remember, what the fat Woman warn'd me, 
Bad me remember, and look to him too, | 
I'll hang if ſhe have not a hand in this: He's conjur'd, 
. Go after him, I pity the poor Raſcal ; 
In the mean time I'll wait occaſion 

To work upon the Prince. | 

Gent. Pray do that ſeriouſly, [ Exe. ſeveralhy, 


SCENE 


2 


. 
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| SCENE VII. 
Enter Antigonus, Menippus, ard Lord. 


Lord. He's very ill. 
Ant. 1 am very ſorry for't. 
And much aſham'd I hive wrong'd her Innocence, . 
Menippus, guide her to the Prince's Lodgings, 
There leave her to his Love again. 
Men. I am glad, Sir. 
Lord. He will ſpeak to none. 
Ant. OI ſhall break that Silence; 
Be. quick, take fair Atten./ance. 
Men. Yes, Sir, preſent]y. [Ex. 
Ant. He will find his Tongue, I warrant ye; his Health 
too | 
I ſend a Phy ſick will not fail. 
Lord. Fair work it. | 
Ant. We hear the Princes mean to viſit us - 
In way of truce, | | 
Lord. Tis thought ſo. 
Ant. Come; let's in then, 


And think upon the nobleſt ways to meet em. [Exeaunt. 


SCENE VIII. 
Enter Leontius. 


Leon. There's no way now to get in: All the Light 
ſtopt too; | 

Nor can J hear a ſound of him, pray Heav'n 
He uſe no vielence : I think he has more Soul, 
Stronger, and I hope nobler : Wou'd I cou'd but ſee once 
This Beauty he groans under, or come to know 
But any Circumſtance : What noiſe is that there? 
I think I heard him groan : Here are ſome coming ;, 
A Woman too, I'll rand aloof and view em. 


G2. Enter 
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76 
Enter Menippus, Celia, and Lords. 
Ce] Well, ſome of ye have been to blame in this point, 
But J forgive ye: The King might have pickt out too 
So ne fitter Woman to have try'd his Valour. 
Men. Twas all the beſt meant, Lady. 
Cel. I muſt think ſo, 

For how to mend it now; he's here, you tell me? 
Men. He's, Madam, and the joy to ſee you only 

Will draw him out. 

Leon. I know that Woman's Tongue, 

IT think J have ſeen her Face too: I'll go nearer : 

If this be ſhe, he has ſome cauſe of Sorrow: 

Tis the ſame Face; the ſame moſt excellent Woman. 
Ce/. This ſhou'd be Lord Leontius: I remember him. 
Leon, Lady, I think ye know me. 

Cel. Speak ſoft, good Soldier: 

I do, and know ye worthy, know ye noble; 

Know not me yet openly, as ye love me; 

But let me ſee ye again, Ill ſatisſie ye: 

Jam wondrous glad to ſee thoſe Eyes. 

Leon. You have charg'd me. 
Cel. You ſhall know where I am. 
Leon. I will not off yet: 

She goes to knock at's Door : This muſt be ſhe 

The Fellow told me of; right glad I am on't. 

He will bolt now for certain. 

Cel. Are ye within, Sir? 

F!! trouble ye no more: I thank your Courteſie, 

Pray l-ave me now. | | 

Ali Men. We reſt your humble Servants. 

[Ex. Men. &-:. 
Cel. So now my Gives are off: Pray Heav'n he be here! 
Maſter, my Royal Sir : Do you hear who calls ye ? 
Love, my Demetrius. 
Leon. Theſe are pretty Quail-pipes, 

The Cock will crow anon, 

Cel. Can ye be drowſie, when I call at your Window? 

Leon, I hear him ſtirriug : Now he comes wondring 
out. 
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Enter Demetrius. 
Dem. "Tis Celia's Sound ſure : 
The ſweetneſs of that Tongue draws all Hearts to it; 
There ſtands the Shape too. 
Leon. How he ſtares upon her? 
Den. Ha! Do mine Eyes abnſe me? 
Tis ſhe, the living Celia: Your Hand, Lady ? 
Cel. What ſhould this mean? 
Dem. The very ſelf ſame Celia. 
Cel. How do ye. Sir? 
Dem. Only turn'd brave. 
T heard you were dead, my dear one; compleat, 
She is wondrous brave, a wondrous gallant Courtier. 
_ How he ſurveys me round? Here has been foul 
play. 

Dem. How came ſhe thus ? 

Cel. It was a kind of Death, Sir, 

I ſuffer'd in your Abſence, mew'd me here. 
And kept conceaPd I know not how. 

Dem. "Tis likely: 

How came you hither Ce/ia ? wondrous Gallant : 
Did my Father ſend for ye? 

Cel. So they told me, Sir, and on command too. 

Dem. I hope you were obedient ? 

Cel. I was ſo erer. 

Dem. And ye were bravely us'd? Cel. I wanted nothing: 
My Maidenhcad to a Mote i'th' Sun, he's Jealous : 
I muſt now play the Knave with him, though I vie for't, 
"Tis in my Nature. | 

Dem. Her very Eyes are alter'd : 

Jewels and rich one's too, I never ſaw yet 
And what where thoſe came for ye? 

Cel. Monſtrous Jealous: 

Have I liv'd at the rate of theſe ſcorn'd Queſtions ? 
They ſeem'd of good ſort, Gentlemen. 


Dem. Kind Men ? 
Cel. They were wondrous kind: I was much behold- 


ing to 'em : 
There was one Menippus, Sir. Dem. Ha? 
G 3 Cel. 
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Cel. O e Menippus, \ 
A notab'e merry Lord, and a good Companion. , 
Dem And one Carinthus too ? ( 
Cel. Yes, there was {uch a one. | 
Dem. And Timon? 1 


Cel. "Tis moſt true. 

Dem. And thou moſt treacherous: 
My Father's Bawds by they never miſs courſe ; 3 
And were theſe deily with ye ? 

Cel. Every hour. Sir, 1 

Dem Ard was the e not a Lady, a fat Lady? | 

Cel. O ves; a notable good Wench. 

Dem The Devil fetch her. 

Cel. *Tis even the merrielt Wench —— 

Dem. Did ſhe keep with ye too ? 

Cel. She was all in all; my Bea-fellow, eat with me, 
Brought me acquainted, 

Dem. You are well known here then ? 

Cel. There's no living here a Stranger, I think. 

Dem. How came you by this brave Gown ? 

Cel, This a poor one: 

Alas, I have twenty richer : Do you ſee theſe Jewels ? 
Why, they are the poorcft things, to thoſe are {ent me, 
And ſent me hourly too. 

Dem. Is theie no Modeſty ? No Faith in this fair Sex ? 

Leon, What will this prove too ? 
For yet w tha!) my Wits, I underſtand not. 

Dem. Come hither ; thou art dead indeed, loſt, tainted ; 

All that I left rhee fair, and innocent, 
Sweet as thy Youth, and carrying Comfort in't; 
All that I hop'd for virtuous, is fled from thee, 
'Furn'd back, and Bankrupt 
Leon. By'r Lady, this cuts ſhrewdly. 
Dem. Thcu art dead, for ever dead; Sin's ſurſeit flew 
thee 3 
The Ambition of thoſe wanton Eyes betray'd thee 3 
G0 from me, grave of Honour; go thou foul one, 
Thou glory of thy Sin, go thou deſpis'd one; 
And where there is no Virtue, nor no Virgin, 
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Where Chaſtity was never known, or heard of; 
Where nothing reigns but impious Luſt,and looſer Faces; 
Go thither, Child of Blood, and ſing my Doating. 
Cel. You do not ſpeak this ſeriouſly I hope, Sir: 
I did but jeſt with you. 
Dem. Look not upon me, 
There's more Hell in thoſe Eyes, than Hell harbours 
And when they flame more 'Torments. 
Cel. Dare ye truſt me? 
You durſt once ev'n with all you had: Your Love, Sir? 
By this fair Light I am honeit. 
Dem. Thou ſubtile Circe. 
Caſt not upon the maiden Light Eclipſes: 
Curſe not the Day. 
Cel. Come, come. you ſhall not do this : 
How fain you wou'd ſeem angry now, to fright me; 
You are not in the Field among your Enemies; 
Come, I mult cool this Courage. 
Dem. Out, thou Impudence, 
Thou Ulcer of thy Sex ; when I firſt ſaw thee, 
I drew into mine Eyes mine own Deſtruction, 
I pull'd into my Heart tnat ſudden Poiſon, 
That now conſumes my dear Content to Cinders : 
I am not now Demetrius, thou haſt chang'd me; 
Thou Woman with thy thouiand Wiles haſt chang'd me; 


Thou Serpent with thy Angel-eyes haſt ſlain me ; 


And where, before I touch'd on this fair Ruin, 

T was a Man, and Reaſon made, and mov'd me, 

Now one great Lump of Grief, I grow and wander. 
Cel. And as you are noble, do youthink I did this? 
Dem. Put all the Devil's Wings on, and fly from me. 
Cel. I will go from ye, never more to ſee ye: ; 

I willfly from ye, as a Plague hangs o'er me, 

And through the Progreſs of my Life hereafter, 

Wherever J ſhall find a Fool, a falſe Mn, 

One that ne'er knew the worth of poliſh'd Virtue, 

A baſe ſuſpector of a Virgin's Honour, 

A Child that flings away the Wealth he cry'd for, 

Him will I call Demetrius: That Fool Demetrius, 
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That mad Man a Demetrius; and that falſe Man, 
That Prince of broken Faiths, even Prince Demetrius, 
You think now, I ſhould cry, and kneel down to ye, 
Petition for my Peace ; let thoſe that feel here 

The weight of Evil, wait for ſuch a Favour, 

I am above your Hate, as far above it, 

In all the Actions ot an innocent Life, 

As the pure Stars are from the muddy Meteors. 

Cry when you hnow your Folly ; howl and curſe then, 
Beat that unmanly Breaſt, that holds a falſe Heart 
When ye ſhall come to know, whom ye have flung from 


ye. 
Dem. Pray ye ſtay a little. 
Cel. Not your Hopes can alter me; 
Then let a thouſand black Thoughts muſter in ye: 
And with thoſe enter in a thouſand Doatings ; 
Thoſe Eyes be never ſhut, but drop ts nothing : 
My Innocence for ever haunt and fright ye: 
Thoſe Arms together grow in Folds ; that Tongue, 
That bold bad Tongue that barks out theſe Diſgraces, 
When you ſhall come to know how nobly Virtuous 
I have preſerv'd my Life, ret, rot within ye. 
Dem. What ſhall I do? 
Cel. Live a loſt Man for ever: 
Goaſk your Father's Conſcience what I ſuffer'd, 
And through what Seas of Hazards I ſail'd through: 
Mine Honour till advanc'd in fpight of Tempeſts, 
Then take your leave of Love; and confeſs freely, 
You were never worthy of this Heart that ſerv'd ye, 
And ſo farewell ung ateful [ Exit, 
Den. Is ſhe gone? 
Leon. I'll follow her, and will find out this matter: 
[Exit, ö 


Enter Antigonus, and Lordi. 


Ant. Are ye pleas'd now? Have you got your Heart 
Have I reftor'd ye that? [again ? 
Dem. Sir. ev'n for Heav'n ſake, 
And ſacred Truth ſake, tell me how ye found her. 


Ant. 
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Ant. I will, and in few Words. Before I try'd her, 
"Tis true, I thought her moſt unfit your Fellowſhip, 
And fear'd her too: Which Fear begot that Story 
I told ye firſt : But fince, like Gold I touch'd her. 

Dem. And how dear Sir? 

Ant. Heav'n's holy Light's not purer 

The Conſtancy, and Goodneſs of all Women 

That ever liv'd, to win the Names of worthy, 

This noble Maid has doubled in her. Honour, 

All Promiſes of Wealth, all Art to win her, 

And by all Tongues imploy'd, wrought as much on her 
As one may do upon the Sun at Noon Day 

By lighting up: Her Shape is Heav'nly , 

And to that Heav'nly Shape her Thoughts are Angels. 

Dem. Why did ye tell me, Sir ? | 

Ant. Tis true, I err'd in't: 

But fince I made a full proof of her Virtue, 

I find a King too poor a Servant for her. 

Love her, and honour her, in all obſerve her. 

She maſt be ſomething more than Time yet tells her : 
And certain I believe him belt, enjoys her. 

I would not loſe the hope of ſuch a Daughter, 

To add another Empire tomy Honour [Exit 

Dem. O wretched State! To what end ſhall I turn me? 
And where begins my Penance? Now, what ſervice 
Will win her Love again? My Death muſt do it: n 
And if that Sacrifice can purge my Follies, 

Be pleas'd, O mighty Love, I die thy Servant— [Exit 
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Enter Leontius ad Celia. 


Leon. I Know he do's not deſerve ye; Was us'd you 
poorly: 
And to redeem himſelf ———— 
Cel. Redcem ? 
Leon. I know it there's no way left. 
Cel. For Heav'ns ſake do not name him, 
Do not think on him, Sir, he's ſo far from me 
In all my Thoughts now, methinksI never knew him. 
Leon. But I wou'd:ſee him again. 
Cel. No, never, never. 
Leon, I do not mean, to lend him any Comfort ; 
But to afflict him, ſo to torture him, 
That ev'n his very Soul may ſhake within bim: 
To N know, though he be great and pow- 
erful, N 
"Tis not within his aim to deal diſhonourably, 
And carry it off, and with a Maid of your ſort. 
Cel. muſt confefs, I cou'd moſt ſpightfully aMict 
im. 
Now, now, I cou'd whet my Anger at him; 
Now arm'd with Bitterneſs, I cou'd ſhoot through him; 
I long to vex him. 
Leon. And do it home, and bravely. 
Cel. Were La Man? . 
Leon, Vil help that weakneſs in ye: 
I honour ye, and ſerve ye. 
Cel. Not only to diſclaim me, 
When he had ſeal'd his Vows in Heav'n, ſworn to me, 
And poor believing I became his Servant ; 
But moſt maliciouſly to brand my Credit, 
Stain my pure Name. 
Leos. 1 wou'd not ſuffer it. 
See him I wou'd again, and to his Teeth too. 
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Od's precious, I wou'd ring him ſuch a Leſſon — 
Cel. I have done that already. 
Leon. Nothing, nothing: 
It was too poor a Purge; beſides, by this time 
He has 3 his Fault, and he ſells the Hells that fol · 
ow it. 
That and your urg'd on Anger to the higheſt, 
Why, "twill be ſuch a ſtroke 
Ce/. Say he repent then, 
And ſeek with Tears to ſoften, 'm a Woman; 
A won that have lov'd him, Sir, have honour'd 
im: 
I am no more. 
Leon. Why, you-may deal thereafter. 
Cel. It I forgive him, I am loſt. 
Leon. Hold there then, 
The Sport will be to what a poor Submiſſion 
But keep you ſtrong. h 
Cel. I wou'd not ſee h*m. 
Leon. Yes, 
You ſhall ring his Knell. 
Cel. How if I kill him 
Leon. Kill him ? why, let him die. 
Cel. I know tis fit fo. 
But why ſhou'd I, that lov'd him once, deſtroy him? 
O had he ſcap'd this Sin, what a brave Gentleman 
Leon. I muſt confeſs, had this not faln, a nobler, 
A handſomer, the whole World had not ſhew'd ye: 
And to his making ſuch a Mind 
Cel. "Tis certain: 
But all this I muſt now forget. 
Leon You ſhall not 
If I have any Art: Go up, ſweet Lady, 
And truſt my Truth. 
Cel. But good Sir, bring hjm rot. | 
Leon. ¶ wou'd not for the . ye are born to, 
But you Thall ſe: him, and neglect him too, and ſcorn 
him. 
Cel. You will be near me then. 


Leon. 


84 The Humorous Lieutenant. 


Leon, I will be with ye. 
Yet there's ſome hope to my this Gap, I'll work hard. 
[ Exeunt, 


SCENE IT. 


Enter Antigonus, Menippus, eve Gentlemen, Lieutenant, 
and Lords. 


Ant. But is it poſſible this Fellow took it? 
2 Gent. It ſeems fo by the Violence it wrought with, 
Yet now the Fit's ev'n off. 
Men. I beſeech your Grace. 
Ant. Nay, I forgive thy Wife with all my Heart, 
And am right glad ſhe drank it not herſelf, 
And more glad that the virtuous Maid eſcap'd i it, 
I wou'd not for the World thad hit : But that this Sol- 
dier, 
Lord how he looks, that he ſhou'd take this Vomit ; 
Can he make Rhimes too ? 
2 Gent, H'as made a thouſand, Sir, 
And plays the Burthen to 'em on a Jews-trump. 
Ant. He looks as though he were bepiſt: Do you love 
me, Sir? 
Lieu. Yes ſurely ev'n with all my Heart. 
Ant. I thank ye. 
I am glad I have ſo good a Subject: But pray ye tell me, 
How much did ye love me, before ye drank this Matter? 
Lieu. Ev'n as much as a ſober Man might; anda 
Soldier | 
That your Grace owes juſt half a Year's Pay to. 
Ant. Well remembred; 
And did I ſeem ſo young and amiable to ye? 
Lieu. Methought you were the ſweeteſt Youth —— 
Ant. That's excellent. 
Lieu. Ay, tru:y, Sir: And ever as I thought on ye, 
I wiſh'd and wiſh'd 
Ant. What didſt thou wiſh, prithee? 


Lieu: 


2 
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Lieu. Ev'n that I had been a Wench of fifteen for ye, 

A handſome Wench, Sir. 

Ant. 1 £ God a mercy, Soldier: 

I ſcem not ſo now to thee. ; 
Lien. Not all out: 

And yet I have a Grudging to your Grace till. 
Ant. Thou waſt never in Love before? 
Lieu. Not with a King, 

And hope I ſhall never be again: Truly, Sir, 

I have had ſuch Plunges and ſach Bickerings, 

And as it were ſuch runnings a tilt within me, 

For whatſoever it was provok'd me toward ye. 
Ant. God a-mercy till. 

Lieu. 1 had it with a vengeance, 

It plaid his Prize. 


Ant. I would not have been a Wench then, | 


| Though of this Age. 


Lieu. Now ſure, I ſhould have ſpoil'd ye. 

Ant. Well, go thy ways, of all the luſty Lovers 
That c'er I ſaw wilt have another Potion ? 

Lieu. If you will be another thing, have at ye. 


Ant. Ha, ha, ha: Give me thy Hand, from hence forth 
thou art my Soldier, 


Do bravely, I'll love thee as much. 
Lieu. I thank ye; | | 
But if you were mine Enemy, I would not wiſh it ye. 
I beſeech your Grace, pay me my Charge. 
2 Gent. That's certain, Sir; 
H'as brought up all that e'er he found was like ye, 
Or any thing you have lov'd, that he could purchaſe ; 


Old Horſes that your Grace had ridden blind, and 
foundr'd ; 


Dogs, rotten Hawks, and which is more than all this, 
Has worn your Grace's Gauntlet in his Bonnet. 


Ant. Bring in your Bills: Mine own Love ſhall be ſa- 
tisfied ; | 


And, Sirrah, for this Potion you have taken, 
TIl point ye out a Portion ye ſhall live on. 


H Men. 


She had rather love 
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Men. ”T'wzs the beſt draught that e'er ye drunk, 
Liza, I hope ſo. 


Ant. Are the Princes come to th' Court ? 
Men. They are all, and lodg'd, Sir. 


Ant. Come then, make ready for their Eftertain- 


ment, 
Which preſently we'll give: Wait upon me, Sir. 


Lieu. I hall love Drink the better whilſt I live, Boys, 
a [ Exeunt, 


SCENE III. 
Enter Demetrius and Leontius. 


Den. Let me but ſec her, dear Leontius; 
Let me but die before her. 

Leon. Wou'd that wou'd do it: | 
If I knew where ſhe lay now, with what Honeſty, 
You having flung ſo main a Miſchief on her, 
And on ſo innocent and ſweet a Beauty, 

Dare I preſent your Viſit? 

Dem T'll repent all : ; | 
And with the greateſt Sacrifice of Sorrow, 

That ever Lover made. | 

Leon. Twill be too late, Sir; 

I know not what will-become of you. 

Dem. You can help me. 


Leon. It may be to her fight : What are you tiearer ? 
She has ſworn ſhe will not ſpeak to ye, look upon'ye; 
And to love ye again, O ſhe cries out, and thunders, 


There's no hope 


Dem. Yes, Leontias, 


There is a hope, which though it draw no Love to it, 
At leaſt will draw her to lament my Fortune, 
And that * ſhall relieve me, 


Leon. Hark ye, Sir, hark ye: 
Say I ſhould bring ye 


Dem. Do not trifle with me. 


Leon. 
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Leon. I will not trifle : both together bring ye, 
Ye know the Wrongs ye' dane. | 

Dem. I do confeſs em. 

Leon. Andif you ſhou'd then jump into your Fury, 
And have another Querk in your Head. 

Dem. I'll die firſt. 

Leon, You mult ſay nothing to her ; for tis certain, 
The Nature of your Crime will admit no Excuſe. 

Dem. 1 will not ſpeak, mine Eyes ſhall tc!] my Penance. 

Leon. You muſt look wondrous ſad too. 

Dem. I need not look ſo, 
I am truly Sadneſs ſelf, 

Leon, 'That look will do it, 
Stay here, I'll bring her to you inſtantly : 
But take heed how you bear yourſelf : Sit down there, _ 
The more humble you are, the more ſhe'll take Compaſſion 
Women are per lous things to deal upon. Exit. 

Dem. What ſhall become of me? to curſe my Fortune, 

Were but to curſe my Father; that's too impious 3 
But under whatſoever Fate J ſuffer, 
Bleſs, I Leſeech thee Heav'n, her harmleſs Goodneſs, 


Enter Leontius and Celia. 


Leon. Now arm yourſelf. 
Cel. You have not brought him? 
N 

And there he is: You ſee in what poor plight too, 

Now you may do your will, kill him, or ſave him. 
Cel. I will go back. 

Leon. I will be hang'd then, Lady: 

Are you a Coward now? _ 
Cel. I cannot ſpeak to him, 
Dem. O me. a 

Len There was a Sigh to blow a Church down; 


So, now their Eyes are fixt, the ſmall Shot plays, 


They will come to th' Battery anon. 
Cel. He weeps extremely. 
Leon. Rail at him now. 
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Cel. I dare nok, 

Leon. I am glad on't. 

Cel. Nor dare believe his Tears. 

Dem. You may, bleſt Beauty, 
For thoſe thick Streams that troubled my Repentance, 
Are crept out long ago. 

Leon. You ſee how be looks. 

Cel. What have I to do how he looks? How lookt he 

then, 

When with a poiſon'd Tooth he bit mine Honour? 

It was your Council too to ſcorn and flight him. 

Leon. Ay, if ye ſaw fit Cauſe ; and you confeſt too, 

Except this Sin, he was the braveſt Gentleman, 

The ſweeteſt, nobleſt : I take nothing from ye, 

Nor from your Anger; uſe him as you pleaſe : 

For to ſay truth, he hes deſer v'd your Juſtice; 

But ſtill confider what he has been to you. 

Cel. Pray do not blind me thus. 
Dem O gentle Miſtreſs, 

If there were any way to expiate 

A Sin ſo great as mine, by Interceſſion, 

By Prayers, by daily Tears, by dying for ye; 

O what a joy would cloſe theſe Eyes that love ye, 

Leon. They ſay Women have tender Hearts, I know 
not, 

I am ſure mine melts. ; 

Cel. Sir, I forgive ye heartily, 

And all your Wrong to me I caſt behind me, 

And wiſh ye a fit Beauty to your Virtues? _ 

Mine is too poor, in Peace I part thus from you ; 

I muſt look back: Gods keep your Grace: He's el ſtill. 
| xit. 
Dem. She has forgiv'n me. | 
Leon. She has directed ye: 

Up up, and follow like a Man: Away, Sir, 

She lookt bchind her twice: Her Heart dwells here, Sir; 

Ye drew Tears from her too: She cannot fre ze thus; 

The Door's ſet open too, are yea Man? 4 

| re 
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Have ye Blood and Spi it in ye? 
Dem. I dare not trouble her. 
Leon Nay, and you will be nipt i'th' Head with no- 
thing, a 
Walk whining up and down; 1 dare not, I cannot: 
Strike now or never: Faint Heart, you know what, 
Sir - — 
Be govern'd by your Fear, and quench your Fire out. 
A Devil on't, ſtands this Door ope for nothing ? 
So get ye together, and be naught : Now to ſecure all, 
Will I go fetch out a more ſoveraign Plaiſter, [ Exeunt. 


SCENE IV. 


Enter Antigonus, Seleucus, Lyſimachus, Ptolomy, 
Lieutenant, Gentlemen, and Lords. 


Ant. This Peace is fairly made. 
Sel. Wou'd your Grace wiſh us 
To put in more: Take what you pleaſe, we yield it; 
The Honour done us by your Son conſtrains it, 
Your noble Son. 
Ant. It is ſufficient, Princes; : 
And now we ate one again, one Mind, one Body, 
And one Sword ſhall firike for us, 
Ly/. Let Prince Demetrius 
But lead us on: For we are his vow'd Servants ; 
Againſt the Strength of all the World we'll buckle. 
Ptol. And even from all that Strength we'll catch at 
Victory. . 
$2]. O had I now recover'd but the Fortune 
J loſt in Antioch, when mine Uncle periſh'd ; 
But that were but to ſurſeit me with Bleſſings: 
Ly/. You loſt a ſweet Child there. 
Sel. Name it no more Sir; 
This is no time to entertain ſuch Sorrows ; 


Will 
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"Y your Majeſty do us the Honour, we may ſee the 
rince, 
And wait upon him? 


Enter Leontius. 


Ant. I wonder he ſtays from us: 
How now, Leontius, where's my Son? 
Cel. Brave Captain, 
Ly/. Old valiant Sr. 
Leon. Your Graces are welcome : 
Your Son, an't pleaſe yuu, Sir, is new caſhier'd yonder, 
Caft from his Miſtreſs Favour : And ſuch a coil there is; 
Such fending, and ſuch proving z ſhe ſtands off, 
And will by no means yield to Compoli.ion ; 
He offers any Price ; his Body to her. 
Sel, She is a hard Lady, denies that caution, 
Leon. And now they whine, and cow they rave: Faith 
Princes, 
"Twere a good point of Charity to piece em; 
For leſs than ſuch a Power will do juſt nothing: 
And if you mean to ſee him, there it muſt be, 
For there will he grow till he be tranſplanted. 
Sel. Beſee ch your Grace, let's wait upon you thither, 
That I may fee that Beauty dares deny him, 
That ſcornfol B-auty. 
Ptol. I ſhould think it worſe now ; 
T!] brought up Beauty. 
Ant. She has too much reaſon for't ; 
Which with too great a Grief, I ſhame to think of, 
But we'll go ſee this Game. 
Ly/. Rather this Wonder. 
Ant. Be ye our Guide, Leontias, here's a new Peace. 
[ Exeunt, 
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SCE NE V. 
Enter Demetrius, and Celia. 


Cel. Thus far you ſhall perſuade me, ſtil] to honour ye 
Still to live with ye, Str, or near about ye ; 
For not to lye, you have my firſt and laſt Love. 
But ſince you bave conceiv'd an Evil againſt me, 
An Evil that ſo much concerns your Honour, 
That Honour ain'd by all a- for a Pattern: 
And though there be a falſe Thought, and conſeſs'd too, 
Aud much Repentance fall'n in ſhow'rs to purge it; 
Yet, while that great reſpect I ever bore ye, 
Dwells in my Blood, and in my Heart that Duty; 
Had it but been a Dream, I muſt not touch ye, 

Dem. O you wiil make ſome other happy ? 

Cel. Never. | 
Upon this Hand I'Il ſeal that Faith. 

Dem. We may kiſs, 
Put not thoſe out o'th' Peace too. 

Cel. Thoſe I'll give ye, 
So there you will be pleas'd to pi ch your ne ultra, 
IT will be merry with ye, Sing, Diſcourſe with ye, 
Be your poor Millreſs til]: In Truth I love ye. 


Euter Leontius, Antigonus, Seleucus, Lyſimachus, 
Ptolomy, Lieutenant, and Gentlemen, 


Dem. Stay, who are theſe ? 

Ly/. A very handſome Lady. 

Leon. As e er you ſaw. 

Sel. Pity her Heart ſo cruel. 

Ly/. How does your Grace? He ſtands ſtill, will not 
hear us. | 

Ptol. We come to ſerve ye, Sr, in all our Fortunes. 

Ly/. He bows a little now; he's ſtrangely alter'd. 

Se). Ha? Pray ye a Word, Leontius, pray ye a Word 

_ withye, 
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Lyſi nathus? you both knew mine Enanthe, 
J loſt in Antioch, when the Town was taken, 
Mine Uncle ſlain, Antigonnus had the ſack on't ? 
Ly/. Yes, I remember well the Girl. 
Sel. Methinks now 


That Face is wondrous like her: I have her Picture; 


The ſame, but more Years on her; the very ſame. 
Ly/. A Cherry to a Cherry is not liker. 
Se/. Look on her Eyes. | 
Leon. Moſt certain ſhe is! ke her: 
Many a time have I dandled her in theſe Arms, Sir, 
And I hope who will more, 
Art. What's that ye look at Princes? 
Sel. This Picture, and that Lady, Sir. 
Ant. Ha ! they are near : 
They only err in time. 
Ly/. Did you mark that bluſh there ? 
That came the neareſt. 
Sel. I muſt ſpeak to her, 
Lean. You'll quickly be reſoly'd. 
Sel. Your Name, ſweet Lady? 
Cel. Enanthe, Sir: And this to beg your Bleſſing. 
Sel. Do you know me? 
Cel. If you be the King Se/eaucus, 
I know you are my Father. | 
Sel. Peace a little, 
Where did I loſe ye? 
Cel. At the Sack of Antioch, 
Wheie my good Uncle dy'd, and I was taken, 
By a mean Soldier taken: By this Prince, 
This noble Prince, redeem'd from him again, 
Where ever fince I have remain'd bis Servant. 


Sel. My Joys are now too full: Welcome Enanthe, 


me own, my deareſt, and my beſt Enanthe, 
Dem. And mine too deſperate. 
Se/. Vou ſhall not think fo, 
This is a Peace indeed. 
Ant. J hope it ſhall be, 


And aſk it firſt. Co: 


F 
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Cel. Moſt Royal Sir, ye have it. 
Dem. I once more beg it thus. 
Sel. You muſt not be deny'd, Sir. 
Cel. By me, I am ſure he mult not: Sure he ſhall not; 
Kneeling I give it too; kneeling I take it; 
And from this Hour, no envious ſpight e'er part us. 
All. The Gods give happy Joys; all Comforts to ye. 
Dem. My new Enanthe. 
Ant. Come, teat all the Drums up, 
And all the noble Inſtruments of War : 
Let em fill all the Kingdom with their Sounds; 
And thoſe the brazen Arch of Heav'n break through, 
While to the Temple we conduct theſe two. | | 
Leon. May they be evet loving, ever young, f 
And ever worthy of thoſe Lines they ſprung; 
May their fair Iſſues walk with Time along. 
Lieu. And hang a Coward now ; and there's my Song. 
— [Exeunt Omnes. 
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E? IL OG UE. 
Spoke by the Lieutenant. 


Am not cur'd yet throughly ; for believe 
I feel another Paſſion that may grieve, 7 
. All over me I fill it tos: And now | 
N Je takes me cold, cold, cold, I know not boo: 
As you are good Men help me, a Carotuſe 
May make me love you all, all here i'eb' Houſe, 
And all that come to ſee me, doatingly: 
Now lend your Hands ; and for your Courteſy, 
The next Imployment I am ſent upon, 
Ell fwtar you are Phyſicians, the War's none. 


FINIS. 


